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join them on a rough and wild adventure to man’s country where passions are unbridled, and § 
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NUMBER 7 IN A CONTINUING SERIES 
FEATURING THE HOTTEST MEN ON EARTH! 


LETTERS & NEWS 


cit loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fore- 
skin (or lack), your fantasies, as well 
as your experiences with other 
readers through the Letters section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we'll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply 
gained access to a typewriter. 

Send your letters to: Front Office, 
Letters to the Editor, Box 97635, Las 
Vegas, NV 89193. 


NATURAL & NATURAL 

| have been a constant reader of 
Uncut magazine. | just had to shout 
“Cocks up and rocks off!” over 
three models in the March 1991 
issue: Zachary, T.J., and Eduardo. 
These three are living proof that —al- 
though bodybuilding has become 
quite popular among both men and 
women—men with sexy, hung (and 
uncut!) natural physiques will never 
go out of fashion! 

Uncut has been and shall remain 
at the top of my list! 

Van 
Ohio 
ABOUT CARLOS 

| don’t know why every time | get 
Uncut | rush to my trusty typewriter 
and beat off a letter. | just got my 
May 1991 issue and couldn't wait to 
throw myself on the bed for a good 
eye-wank. 

I’m afraid | can’t remember too 
many of the other photos, because | 
couldn't take my eyes off Carlos 
Carrillo! | don’t know about anyone 
else, but he’s the archetype of my 
dreams. 

I’m sure he must be older than he 
looks, but | fantasize that he had 
these photos taken on his 
eighteenth birthday. What a lovely 
natural body. Too bad we don’t get 
to see his bottom. 

What a prick! Just put it anywhere 
near my face... I’m looking at the 
photography on page 40 as | write 
this, it’s almost alive! Those wiry 
black hairs. And how the 


photograph shows every wrinkle of 
the skin on his balls. But, oh, that 
foreskin! | want my tongue up there. 
| can taste the moistness and tang 
that must be lurking underneath. 

| read “Whew! Part Ill’ in the let- 
ters section. What a hot letter! It al- 
most got me over the top, but | held 


back. After all, | have five other hot 
stories to read in that issue. 

One last thing, | love American 
video but we can only watch ; 
“borrowed” ones here, because of 
the different systems. I'd like to 
order originals, as advertised in gay 
magazines. Do you know if 
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American videos can be ordered in 
formats compatible with the U.K. sys- 
tem? 

veer 

London 
(Editor's note: Right after we wrote 
to Ken, asking for information on his 
less-than-successful foreskin res- 
toration (‘Uncut Letters,” July 
1991), we received the above letter, 
which much have crossed ours in 
the mails. We hope to have a report 
from Ken on his situation by next 
issue. But to answer his question: 
No, most American video com- 
panies only sell U.S.-standard 
videos, configured for the NTSC sys- 
tem. The U.K. and Europe use the 
PAL system, which broadcasts at a 
different frequency. Likewise, U.K. 
and European television uses a Cif- 
ferent electrical cycle for process- 
ing broadcast signals, which is why 
NTSC-VHS and PAL-VHS tapes can 
not be played on each other's 
machines. Some U.S. video 
manufacturers have released PAL 
versions of their titles for the 
European market, but you would 
tend to find them for sale in Europe, 
rather than in the U.S. A weekend 
visit to a video store in Amsterdam, 
for U.K. and other European 
readers, would reveal that 80% of all 
U.S. gayporn videos are for sale in 
their PAL version. It is possible to 
buy a multi-system recorder/player 


that will play or record in a variety of 
broadcast systems, including 
NTSC, PAL, and SECAM — the East- 
ern European standard — but such 
systems currently sell in the $3000 
range, including a multi-system 
video recorder/player and multi-sys- 
tem television. Yes, you need both!) 


NEWS STORIES 

Two important stories involving 
penile mutilation during routine cir- 
cumcisions which occurred five 
years ago have resurfaced this year. 
A court has awarded a $22.8 million 
settlement to the parents of a boy, 
Antonio, whose penis was severely 
burned during his circumcision. His 
attorneys claim he will never be able 
to function sexually as a normal 
male and will require extensive 
reconstructive surgery and 
psychological counseling as well as 
lifelong urological care and treat- 
ment by infectious disease 
specialists. 

A second infant who underwent a 
routine circumcision at the same 
hospital, Northside Hospital in Atlan- 
ta, Georgia, on the same day, under- 
went a sex-change operation shortly 
after his circumcision was botched. 
The second baby, known as “Baby 
Doe” in the court case that followed, 
is now a six year old girl who has 
been rendered sterile and incapable 
of reproduction. The lawsuit brought 
by Baby Doe’s parents had pre- 


viously been settled by Northside 
Hospital for an undisclosed amount 
when the ruling came in the second 
case. 

The lawsuit filed on behalf of An- 
tonio, the baby boy who had his 
penis burned, alleged violations of 
hospital protocol and the use of in- 
appropriate equipment for the cir- 
cumcision. The hospital’s 
circumcision equipment was unavail- 
able when the circumcisions were 
performed and doctors used an 
electrosurgical unit instead, which 
was “contraindicated for use” in in- 
fant circumcisions. The physican 
responsible was personally sued, 
and a settlement in the range of $1 
million reached. 


EXPOSURE 
BRINGS ACQUITTAL 

A man who was falsely accused 
of child molestation by a fifteen-year- 
old in Georgia was acquitted after 
exposing himself to the jury. 

The youth claimed in court that 
the man, whom he had accused of 
molesting him, has a penis just like 
his own. The boy was circumcised. 
The judge in the case asked the 
man to reveal his penis to the jury 
after the boy made the allegation. 
The attorneys for the defendant, a 
41-year-old man from Georgia, 
asked if a single member of the jury 
could be selected to view the man’s 
penis. The judge ruled that the man 


Justino, photo by The Latino Fan Club 


should expose himself to the entire 
jury, which he did, with much embar- 
rassment. 

When the jury saw that the man 
was uncircumcised, he was ac- 
quitted of the charges. 

Although we have not printed the 
innocent man’s name here, out of 
respect for his right to privacy, his 
name and addressed were frequent- 
ly published in newspaper accounts 
of the case, even though the identity 
of the lying youth was never 
revealed. 

While there may be some poetic 
justice in the way the case was 
resolved, we're appalled that it is still 
permissible to expose accused per- 
sons to public shame and ridicule 
by publishing information about 
them while protecting the identity of 
their underage accusers. This is a 
situation that occurs with damaging 
regularity. 


NOCIRC DATABANK 

NOCIRC, the national organiza- 
tion working for the eradication of 
routine circumcision (see “Organs,” 
this issue) has started a data bank 
for information on complications 
from circumcision surgery and is 
soliciting help from the general 
public. 

While media attention was con- 
centrated on the dual cases in Geor- 
gia, the statistics of complication 
and/or death from routine circum- 
cision in the U.S. is still unknown. 

NOCIRC is asking for case his- 
tories about incidents of circum- 
cision complications, including 
hemorrhage, infection, mutilation 
and worse, as well as notice of law- 
suits that have been filed. You can 
write to them at: NOCIRC, Box 2512, 
San Anselmo, CA 94979. 


VIRGINIA 


ESTABLISHES CONSENT 
Informed consent guidelines for 
newborn circumcision have been es- 

tablished by the Virginia Medical 
Society. The Allegheny-Bath 
Country Medical Society President, 
James Snyder, said, when introduc- 
ing the resolution to establish 
guidelines, “In an increasingly 
litigious society, physicians are 
being sued because of circumcision 
complications, lack of informed con- 
sent for circumcision, and lack of 
any consent for circumcision. 

The Child Health Committee will 
now “develop and make publicly 
available appropriate guidelines for 
informed consent in the matter of 


Ernie Nava, photo by Filmco Video 


. 


UNCUT 7 


newborn circumcision.” Paul, photo by MPS 


UTI DEBATE 

Two new positions in the ongoing 
UTI (urinary tract infection) debate 
have surfaced. 

A report in The Lancet indicates 
that researchers found tentative. 
evidence that certain carbohydrates 
are secreted at higher than usual 
levels by both nursing mothers and 
their babies. The carbohydrates are 
thought to inhibit the growth of the 
bacteria that can cause UTI. 

A Swedish prospectus for a 
proposed six-year study challenges 
the statistics in the U.S. Army study. 
The prospectus postulates that, if 
the frequency of UTIs in uncircum- 
cised babies is as high as it is al- 
leged in the Wiswell-Army study, 
why aren't babies born in Sweden, 
where babies aren’t circumcised, af- 
flicted? 

It might well be asked, why is the 
urinary tract infection rate so high in 
the Army Hospital population? 

OH, LYLE 

The editors wish toinformLyle,a 
letter writer from Ohio, who penned 
“Stretched Thanks” in the March : 
1991 issue, that they have mail to for- 
ward to him if he will kindly provide 
an appropriate address. 


BLACK 
CHAMPIONS 


FILMCO VIDEO proudly presents a 
brand new video production starring 
seven (7) hot Black Guys! This extra- 
long video is but one of our many new 
videos out right now. For our new 
video catalogs, please send in $4 and 
specify that you want our catalog on 
Black Guys! Please state that you are 
over 21. 


FILMCO VIDEO, DEPT 326 
1626 No. Wilcox Avenue 
Los Angeles, CA 90028 
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I don’t often cum in my shorts, but 
this was early dawn on stage in the 
Greek amphitheater in Taormina, 
with Mt. Etna smoking away in the 
background, and | had very good ex- 
cuse. He was just over six feet, 
blond and blue-eyed, with comic- 
book-cute chiselled features, broad 
shoulders, a tightly-muscled chest 
and belly, narrow hips, long, long 
legs of princely perfection, and a 
sausage-like prick that would have 
fed a family of four—for a week! 

“Mein Gott, Henk, stuff zat veenie 
back into your bikini!” 

The parade-ground voice of Er- 
mengarde Hoeffler, fashion coor- 
dinator and neo-Nazi dyke, caused 
me to wave my hands protectively in 
front of my bulging shorts. The stuff 
was still pumping out of my hot 
cock and pooling stickily in my 
crotch hair. In front of me, Henk was 
vainly trying to arrange his monster 
inside a scrap of teal-colored fabric. 
A hopeless task. The bikini stretched 
away from his belly, unable to resist 
the force of the hard-on. A small 
spreading stain hinted at the 
presence of pre-cum... 

With a squeal of fury, Erm strode 
across the stone stage, reached 
down and grabbed a handful of the 


unrepentant dick...and squeezed 
hard. 

Very effective. The sausage was 
in retreat. Henk howled and said 
something offensive in Dutch. At 
least | presume it was,offensive. 

Erm smiled a very German smile 
reeking of jackboots and massed 


victory banners. “Now you vill get 
another,” here she paused momen- 


Henk was vainly 
trying to arrange 
his monster 
inside a scrap 
of teal-colored 


tarily, her massive breasts heaving, 
“unstained bikini.” She added 
necessity to her command by rip- 
ping away the teeny tiny fashion 
statement. 

Henk pulled back his shoulders, 
and strode away...but he gave me a 
broad wink as he passed, naked 
and unashamed. Delighted, | 


JA 
IC 


watched him saunter through the 
gaggle of other models toward the 
small dressing tent. His nudity was 
totally ignored by the other models, 
male and female alike. Our little 
drama had only been a momentary 
distraction in their lives of total self- 
absorption. However, two old. 
Sicilian women employed by the 
amphitheater were goggle-eyed and 
speechless; they crossed them- 
selves as Henk ambled past, either 
as protection from sinful thoughts or 
in gratitude for having been vouch- 
safed a glimpse of such masculine 
glory. 

As Henk disappeared, Erm 
rounded on me. ‘Don't fuck vith my 
models, not on my time! You are 
here only because you are a friend 
of Maximo! Stay out of my vay! Do 
not play vith Henk.” 

“It was bigger than both of us,”’ | 
deadpanned. “Lust made us do it.” 
Erm wasn't completely humor- 
less. Now that she had established 
that she was boss, she could afford 

to be indulgent. And businesslike. 
Looking closely at me, she mur- 
mured, “Good for ze moss.colors, 
perhaps.” Then, “The shirt, take it 
off!” c 
What a morning this had become. 
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First | meet a Dutch model ona 
hilltop Greek Amphitheater in Sicily 
and have an immediate hard-on and 
orgasm; he responds with a hard-on 
that pops his cock out of his scanty 
bikini, Now a lesbian fashion mogul 
was asking me to take off my shirt. | 
don’t know about you, but my life is 
full of surprises. 

“How’s this?” | replied shyly, after 
removing my T-shirt. 

“Very pleasant, defined enough to 
photograph vell. Ze red hair is very 
striking, and your skin color is exact- 
ly vat | vant for my mosses. But your 
face is terrible.” 

People in the fashion business are 
ruthlessly honest about appearance. 
It's not a world for the thin-skinned. 

“Maximo!” The command rang 
out, echoing back from the encir- 
cling stone benches. 

“Coming my sweet.” 

My friend Maximo, the former 
Cuthbert Pryce-Williams of Liver- 
pool, barreled up to join us. His 
rugby player’s body gave no clue to 
the campy artiste that lurked within. 

“Naughty, naughty!” He gave me 
a completely insincere reprimand 
before turning to a still thoughtful 
Erm. 

“Can we use him for ze moss and 
forest colored merchandise? | vant 
ze body and ze hair, but not ze 
face.” 

Immediately the consummate 
professional, Bert— sorry, Maximo— 
gave me a swift searching look, total- 
ly impersonal and completely 
objective, 

“Yes. Shadow, position, massed 
with the others.” 

It was some kind of shorthand 
they both understood. 

“You vant to vork?” snapped Erm. 

“Er...sure.” 

“Remember, don’t fuck around on 
my time!” 

But | did. 

First Erma got a little work out of 
her redhead. | wore three outfits. 
Every time | saw Henk, he’d wink or 
scratch his crotch. 

I’m crazy about guys with whom 
it's never a matter of “will he?” but 
just a matter of “when.” 

We finished shooting at the am- 
phitheater around nine. Then we left 
the town of Taormina and headed 
for the distant smoking pile of Mr. 
Etna. 

The foothills of Mt. Etna are sub- 
tropical, while the summit has snow 
most of the year. The central cone is 
plagued by tourists, buying tacky 
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gifts from the souvenir shop and 
shoveling down pasta at the summit 
restaurant. We were less than a mile 
but a world away across the black 
lunar landscape. A semi-active sister 
cone was to be our backdrop. 

Bert/Maximo was ecstatic. He had 
flames, steam, smoke, clouds —we 
were at just over 10,000 feet — 
jagged lava rocks, prime male and 
female flesh. If he couldn't get art 
out of this mixture, he’d throw him- 
self into the volcano. 

| had only one pose, wearing a 
kind of leather greatcoat over exact- 
ly nothing. | sprawled, face 
downward on some very sharp lava, 
while Maximo and Erm fussed until 
they got the coat just right. The idea, 
| think, was that | had thrown myself 
on the ground in a fit of passion. At 
any rate, one leg and a fair amount 
of one bun were fully exposed. 
Above me towered a famous Polish 
model, also wrapped in a leather 
greatcoat over exactly nothing. But 
she got to wear an expression of 
utter contempt. | know, because | 
have the picture as it ran in a Ger- 
man magazine. The situation was 
pure lunacy, but the colors and the 
mood all worked. Maximo and Erm 
really knew their stuff. 

It’s kind of nice to think of millions 
of Germans of both sexes lusting 
after my bod... 

The girls were through first, and 
were summarily banished back to 
the hotel in Taormina. Henk, myself, 
and four other models were left to 
prance around for underwear shots. 

Well, boys will be boys... 

Erm glowered and bullied, but she 
couldn't stem the rising tide of lust. 

We started with a group shot. Six 
guys moodily draped over rocks; six 
carefully groomed crotches hover- 
ing on the verge of rebellion. 

Henk had a solo series that set 


the rest of us to salivating. Even Erm. 


Maximo position Henk at the 
edge of the crater. Below, through 
spread-out legs, was the spuming 
lava. Henk swayed and turned as 
Maximo raced through a series of 


_ shots. The heat from below, and the 


heat of our approval, was having its 
effect on Henk. | could see his cock 
begin to thicken in its silky cocoon. 

So could Erm. But she said noth- 
ing. | think she knew there was a 
point at which Henk and his bulging 
underwear would be terrific for 
sales, and a point beyond which 
Maximo would have to sell the prints 
to porno magazines. 


Just as things were getting really 
interesting, Erm screamed at Maxi- 
mo to stop. “Okay! Guillermo, your 
turn, get into zose damned spider- 
veave boxer shorts!” 

The shoot broke up to reposition 
around a cloud-wreathed crag. 
Henk still hovered on the edge of 
the crater, alone now and looking 
really pissed. 

This was a man who was overdue 
to cum. All stoked up and ready for 
fucking... 

| motioned with my head to a near- 
by cloud bank. He smiled excitedly 
and followed me slowly through the 
swirling mist. In a moment we 
couldn't hear the others, and in 
another moment we burst through 
into a patch of sunlit snow. 

| shucked my silky briefs only 
seconds ahead of Henk. He fell 
back in the snow and opened his 
legs. | fell on my knees, leaned for- 
ward and slid my mouth over his hot 
raging cock. 

It happened so fast that | didn’t 
even really see the monster in all its 
glory —| just felt it as it slid through 
my lips and into my throat. Soft, vel- 
vety, moist...his foreskin bunching 
up against my lips and then riding 
back down the length of his shaft. | 
felt the corded veins thrumming with 
excitement and | could smell the 
rich musky odor of his skin...and 
then the slight, sharp, salty taste of 
pre-cum burst upon my tongue. 

My hands burrowed through the 
snow under his butt to grab handfuls 
of firm, cold buns. | pressed them 
upward to meet the savage 
downward thrusts of my mouth over 
his cock. | wanted to devour his 
maleness, to consume every morsel 
of his manhood. At least ten inches 
were ramming unrestrainedly into 
my throat, but there was no gag- 
ging. Our timing was perfect. He 
withdrew entirely with each stroke. | 
quickly sucked in air, and then a full- 
length plunging stroke would follow 
immediately behind. 

| felt Henk’s hands grab my hair, 
twisting wildly and painfully. It 
marked the moment of orgasm 
when control is being lost, being sur- 
rendered to the overwhelming need 
to erupt. 

In seconds Henk had unleashed 
his torrent of white lava into my 
throat. | wrapped my lips around the 
shaft of his love tool to vacuum up 
every drop. | kept riding that dick 
until Henk was screaming with the 
pleasure/pain of a prolonged or- 


Pale 


gasm. | could feel the sperm cream- 
ing up around my tongue... 

Henk pushed me away. His face 
was mottled red with the fury of his 
orgasm. 

“Man, | knew you were hot when 
we met this morhing,” | gasped, lick- 
ing his cum from my lips, “but this 
was worth waiting for...” 

“But you haven't cum yet. I'll 
make you!” Like many Dutchmen, 
his English was perfect. His en- 
thusiasm made him seem younger 
than he was. His face drooped for a 
moment as he looked at his shrink- 
ing uncut monster. “I'll suck you. 
This cock will need some time.” 

“Vd rather fuck you.” 

“No problem!” 

Henk stood up, bent over and 
spread his cheeks. | pointed my 
dong at the rosy pucker and pushed 
my way up his chute. My body fused 
with his. | gave a gasp as my 
warmth contacted the chill of his 
buns and back. He groaned with 
pleasure as my heat warmed him, 
and my love snake began to writhe 
inside his ass. | pulled back as far as 
| could before plunging in, with my 
hands clamped on Henk’s hips to 
control this love tango. | looked 
down between our bodies to see my 
long prick vanish into the dark 
heaven of his ass. It went all the way 
in until all that could be seen was a 
tuft of my red pubic hair buried in 
the cleft of Henk’s ass. 

| was dreamily riding the model’s 
ass, just about ready to pick up the 
tempo, when a figure came striding 
through the vapor cloud, like a 
Valkyrie ina Wagnerian opera. 

It was Erm. 

“You are needed now! Stop zat!” 
She smacked my bare behind with a 
force that would have stunned a 
mule. 

Henk and | fell forward in the 
snow. 

Passion killed for the moment, we 
both followed the dragon back to 
the shoot. The others were waiting 
for us. The two Italian models 
mimed jerking off, the Englishman 
and the Belgian gave ironic wolf 
whistles. 

Maximo was outraged, or 
pretended to be. “When we get this 
shoot finished we can all have 
some. Until then, let’s get to work.” 

Work was five more set-ups. Each 
pose became a little more far-out 
than the last. The mood was now 
eager anticipation. Nobody goofed 
off and we were quickly done. Erm 


was pleased. Maximo packed his 
stuff and hiked back to the two mini- 
buses. 

Erm and her male assistant col- 
lected the underwear from the 
models, but none of us made any ef- 
fort to get dressed. 

“You are vaiting for me to leave,” 
she said, planting her hands on her 


| looked down 
between our bodies 
to see my long prick 
vanish 
into the dark 
heaven... 


hips. “You vicked boys!” 

But she was in rare good humor, 
probably thinking of the French 
brunette waiting for her back at the 
hotel. 

Maximo returned, stripping off his 
stylish clothes and rubbing his 
hands together like a man ready for 
a good meal. 

“Let ze games begin,” shouted 
Erm, girlishly, vanishing into a swirl 
of cloud and steam. 

There was just a moment of shy- 
ness before everyone paired off. 
Europeans handle orgies much 
more easily than Americans. 

But there were seven of us. 

God bless Maximo. Artist, rugby 
player, practical Englishman — 
smoother-over of potentially embar- 
rassing situations. 

“Let’s see —Henk, you were being 
fucked by my old friend,” he threw 
me a mock look of disapproval. 
Henk nodded, ever the polite 
Dutchman. “Supposing you were to 
continue that position, but in addi- 
tion you could suck me off. How 
would that be?” 

“Wonderful, Maximo, wonderful.” 

Civilized sex in polite company, 
on a late afternoon in June, on the 
side of a volcano in Sicily, sur- 
rounded by four horny guys fucking 
away like rabbits. Was our 
threesome good, you ask? Did it 
have any of the sweaty urgency, 
spontaneous lust, single-minded rut- 
ting frenzy of really memorable sex? 

Yup. Perhaps you'd like the 
details? 

Henk, god-like hunk and sweet 
guy, bent over. | got hard and 


charged up his ass. Maximo enter- 
tained us with a few moments of a 
furious two-handed tune on his skin 
flute before... 

Let me back up a moment. Two- 
handed? Right! Maximo, formerly 
the belle of Liverpool and ornament 
of the English National Rugby Team, 
was a husky, hairy guy with the big- 
gest British cock | had ever sported 
with. Cuthbert, as | first knew him, 
had a thriving business as a porn 
model and companion for hire. He 
graduated into big-time photog- 
raphy but not from his main interest 
in life — stuffing that monster cock 
into any fleshy orifice available... 

Stuffing that English beef into the 
waiting mouth of my Dutch dream 
stud, for example... 

“Let's see if our cocks can touch 
somewhere inside this blond sex- 
toy,” shouted Maximo, with a crazy 
laugh. 

“I’m willing,” | cried, as | plugged 
my Dutchman's ass with long, swift, 
strokes. 

The three of us were soon lost in 
the serious business of feeling really 
good. | saw Maximo’s lips stretch 
back in an ecstatic sensual grimace. 
Henk’s throat was obviously as tight 
as his ass. 

My hands raced over Henk’s 
strong young back, slipping over the 
slick and sweaty surface, feeling the 
muscled hardness beneath my 
eager fingers. | circled my arms 
around his waist to lightly finger the 
tight bars of his stomach muscles. 

Then | felt the hardness of his jerk- 
ing, heavy cock. Fully erect, yet still 
tasseled with excess foreskin...soft, 
rich, enticing. My fingers toyed with 
the bundled mark of unscarred man- 
hood, then, unseen and by touch 
alone, | unveiled the slick hot majes- 
ty of his helmet-shaped glans. With 
one hand | pulled back the papery 
folds over the hot, steely, ridged 
shaft. My thumb and forefinger bare- 
ly encircled the ridge behind the 
glans, but | managed to make slow 
massaging movements timed to my 
thrusts up his ass. My fingers moved 
easily, lubricated by sweat and the 
remaining sperm from his first or- 
gasm—it must have remained there, 
sealed protectively by his foreskin. 
My tongue quivered and reached 
out as though there were some way 
| could now lick the fuck cream from 
around the head of Henk’s glans. 
But that would have to wait for 
another time... 

While | massaged Henk’s cock 
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with one hand, thrilling to the feel of 
his extra skin, with the other | 
reached out to explore his piss slit. 
With a fingertip | gently separated 
those unseen lips, sensing the 
gentle flow of clear pre-cum. 

| looked up and met my old 
friend’s eyes. Maximo was almost 
ready, but | could wait no longer. | 
exploded inside Henk’s ass. | could 
fee] my jism pump endlessly into the 
warm, tight darkness — feel it back 
up, pooling, feel it squirt out be- 
tween his slackening sphincter and 
my still-rigid cockshaft, feel it bathe 
my balls—almost returning to where 
it had been created. 

Pulling out of Henk’s ass, | quickly 
crawled beneath my two partners. 
For a few moments | sucked on 
Maximo’s balls as they bounced en- 
ticingly beneath his cockthrusts into 
Henk’s mouth. Then | switched to 
Henk’s Nordic splendor, lapping at 
his cockhead and glans ridge with 
my tongue. The trace of cockcheese 
drove me wild, and | felt my cock stir 
to life again. 

| knew what | wanted now! 

| pushed Henk and Maximo apart 
and knelt between them. | brought 
their huge cockheads tip to tip. Then 
| pulled their foreskins together with 
my fingers. 


WHERE CAN | FIND 


BIG, 


HAIRY, HORNY, 


Docked, the two began a slow fric- 
tion fuck inside their joined fores- 
kins. | imagined the piss-slits, lips to 
lips, pre-cum mingling and bathing 
already-slick cockheads— cock- 
heads moving slowly into the 
warmth of another man’s foreskin 
tunnel...and then the other prick 
embraced by your skin...and 
again...and again. 

They came, and the seal between 
the foreskins parted under my 
fingers. Creamy sperm boiled and 
spat. Inches before my eyes, two 
men bathed each other's cockheads 
in the juices of their manhood. 

My mouth closed on their cocks; 
they instinctively half-turned and two 
piss-slits continued to spurt — but 
now directly into my mouth. They 
were both so large | couldn’t cover 
them with my lips. Instead, my 
mouth opened wide to receive their 
gift. Then, gratefully, | sucked them 
clean...my tongue paid homage to 
each in turn. Slowly, as | finished 
with Henk, | felt his foreskin close 
around my tongue, its soft folds a 
sensual benediction. 

Around us the others had already 
finished. Guillermo had a bottle of 
brandy which we passed around. 
We stood on the edge of the crater, 
enjoying the warmth radiating up 
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IN 


from below. 

It was a while before the thought 
occurred to me. “Where are our 
clothes?” 

“In one of the mini-buses,” said 
Maximo, but uncertainly. 

The others were alert now, and 
worried. “Let me check,” said Guil- 
lermo. 

He returned, his Italian temper 
boiling like the volcano. 

“She has taken both mini-vans! 
She must have driven back from the 
hotel with Babette and they took 
both vans! The bitches! “ 

“Wait, my clothes are still here,” 
said Maximo. “‘l’ll go to the tourist 
center and work something out.” 

“That's a mile away, and a hell of 
a lot of explaining to do,” | said, 
visualizing the reaction of Italian na- 
tional park employees to seven 
stranded, naked models. 

“l'll take care of that,” said Maxi- 
mo breezily. 

“It’s going to get cold when the 
sun goes down. What are we going 
to do until you get back?” 

“Easy, Red, Why don’t you guys 
have a circle jerk around the vol- 
cano?” 

Hmmm. 

But I'll save that story for next 
time... A 
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CELEBRITY SKIN 


RPAHFPRT IE BY L.E. WARD 


Ih last issue’s installment of 
“Celebrity Skin” we learned about 
the foreskin hanging of the end of 
famous men whose surnames 
began with the letters A through H. 
In this issue, we'll cover (or uncover) 
more celebrity folk, with surnames 
going from the letter | through Z. 

And speaking of the letter I, there 
are some real dishes here: 

Billy Idol, blond British rock idol 
(who, it was revealed in the tabloids, 
shaves his crotch). 

Jeremy Irons, British actor whom 
some Critics call the best living. 


Under the letter J comes a tanta- 
lizing group: 

Rev. Jesse Jackson, conscience 
of the nation. 

Mick Jagger, mouthpiece of the 
Rolling Stones and allegedly one- 
time paramour of David Bowie. 

David Janssen, the most famous 
Fugitive in television history. 

Elton John, megarocker and 
bisexual. 

Van Johnson, 1940s MGM 
heartthrob. 


Louis Jourdan, sophisticated 
French actor and charmer. 

Christopher Jones, U.S. film actor 
best remembered for baring his 
buns in Three in the Attic. 


Under the letter K can be found: 

Gene Kelly, legendary film dancer 
and choreographer. 

Ted Kennedy, U.S. Senator, and 
all his sons. 

Jack Kerouac, author of On The 
Road, and the figurehead of the 
Beat Generation. 

Jean-Claude Killy, French ski 
champion. 

Perry King , U.S. film actor who 
appeared nude in Mandingo. 

Jeroen Krabbie Dutch actor best 
known here for his role in the thriller 
The Fourth Man. 


Under the letter L we find an as- 
sortment including: 

Mario Lanza, opera tenor and film 
actor. 

Julius La Rosa, actor and singer. 

Alan Ladd, Sr., American actor 
from the 1960s. 


Burt Lancaster, the first male Hol- 
lywood performer to call for the so- 
cial acceptance of gay lifestyles, 
during an appearance on the 
Tonight Show in the late 1960s. 
Johnny Carson looked only slightly 
shocked. 

Fernando Lamas, actor and hus- 
band of Esther Williams —and father 
of Lorenzo! 

Liberace, the most important 
name in pianos since Steinway. 

Alan Ludden, original host of 
television’s Password. 

Joe Louis, boxing legend. 

Jerry Lee “Great Balls of Fire” 
Lewis, the controversial rock-and- 
roller. 

John Lennon, of The Beatles, and 
his son, Sean. 


Under the letter M we find: 

George Maharis, actor and the 
first full frontal nude in Playgirl 
(1973), although he pulled his fores- 
kin back for the famous photo with 
the horse. 

James MacArthur, film actor. 

Monte Markham, television actor. 
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Steve Reeves, Mr. America, Mr. Universe, Mr. Perfect by any standards. 


22 UNCUT 


Nick Mancuso, television actor. 

Dean Martin, Sr., actor and singer 
who made public intoxication into 
an art form. 

Lee Marvin, the late Oscar-win- 
ning actor. 

Johnny Mathis, singer. 

Victor Mature, actor and 1940s 
heartthrob. 

Armistead Maupin, author of the 
Tales of the City novels. 

Roddy McDowell, versatile 
American actor whose career spans 
50 years and goes from the stage to 
cinema and television, and, most 
currently, to photography. 

Malcolm McDowell, British actor 
who frequently appears nude in his 
films, from A Clockwork Orange to 
Cat People, with pit stops like 
Caligula along the way. 

Ed McMahon, television per- 
sonality. 

Rod McKuen, poet and singer. 

Don Meredith, football star and 
television personality. 

Ricardo Montalban, actor. 

Sal Mineo, actor and sometimes 
alleged plaything of James Dean. 

Martin Milner, television actor best 
known for Adam- 12. 

Greg Morris, actor and member of 
the Mission Impossible team. 

Eddie Murphy, as if anyone cared. 

Jim Morris, bodybuilder. 

Audie Murphy, WWII hero and 
actor. 

Dudley Moore, British actor and 
graduate of the Dean Martin School 
of Intoxicated Acting. 


Under the letter N we find: 

Ramon Novarro, silent screen star 
of the original Ben-Hur. 

Vaslav Nijinsky, Russian ballet 
dancer, choreographer, and spiritual 
father of modern ballet. 

Bob Newhart, television comedian 
and archetypical innkeeper. 

Nick Notle, actor and hunk. 

Rudolph Nureyev, Russian ballet 
dancer and actor. 

Ulf Nilsson, N.Y. Rangers hockey 
star. 


Under the letter O we can expect 
to see: 

Hugh O'Brian, television's legen- 
dary Wyatt Earp and frequent swim- 
suit model in movie magazines of 
the 1950s. 

Peter O'Toole (if that isn’t redun- 
dant), British actor and Knight. 

Tony Orlando, singer. 


Under the letter P, we are likely to 


find: 

Jack Parr, the dean of television 
late night talk shows. 

Dennis Parker, television actor. 

Pele, the Brazilian soccer legend. 

Vincent Price, actor, author, chef, 
and art collector. 

Charley Price, the black country 
singer. 

Elvis Presley, The King. 

Robert Preston, stage and film 
actor. 

Jack Palance, actor and television 
personality. 

Andrew Prine, television actor 
who appeared in the buff in Viva 
magazine in 1974. 


Under the letter Q we find: 

Anthony Quinn, Mexican actor 
everyone thought was Greek after 
his Oscar winning role in Zorba the 
Greek. 

Aidan Quinn, young actor who 
bared his fine physique in Reckless 
(1984) and bared his soul in An Early 
Frost (1985). 


Under the letter R can be found: 
Aldo Ray, hunky, whiskey-voiced 


actor of the 1950s often cast as a 
shirtless G.l. 

Jerome Ragni, co-author of the 
1960s counterculture opera, Hair. 

Johnny Ray, the late, great, gay 
singer best known for “Cry.” 

Ronald Reagan, as if anyone 
cared. 

Robert Redford, actor and some- 
times god-figure. 

Steve Reeves, Mr. Universe, Mr. 
America, star of Hercules and Her- 
cules Unchained, and the catalyst 
for hundreds of thousands of adoles- 
cent homosexual fantasies. 

Oliver Reed, British actor for- 
tunate enough to have wrestled in 
the nude with Alan Bates in the 1970 
film, Women in Love. 

Paul Rudd, actor. 

Mickey Rooney, actor who 
detailed his sexual exploits in Hol- 
lywood in his recent autobiography. 

Cliff Robertson, Oscar-winning 
actor who played JFK in PT 109. 

Monti Rock Ill, Puerto Rican 
hairdresser, disco diva, and avant 
garde personality of the 1970s 
nightclub scene who once confided 
on The Johnny Carson show that 


he, like all Puerto Rican 
hairdressers, was extremely well- 
hung. 

Phil Rizzuto, baseball legend. 

Little Richard, soul singer. 

Cliff Richards, British rocker. 


Under the letter S can be located: 

Paul Sand, actor. 

John Saxon, actor and beefcake 
hunk of the 1960s. 

Maximilian Schell, German actor 
and Oscar-winner for Judgment at 
Nuremberg. 

Frank Sinatra, actor and close per- 
sonal friend of Nancy Reagan. 

Tom and Dick Smothers, 
folksingers, comedians, and 
television personalities. 

Ringo Starr, of The Beatles. 

Sting, singer/songwriter, formerly 
of The Police, actor, and social con- 
sciousness-raiser. 

Tom Snyder, television per- 
sonality. 

Christian Slater, actor teamed 
with Sean Connery in The Name of 
the Rose. 

Terrance Stamp, British actor and 
hunk. 


Malcolm McDowell first flashed his foreskin in Stanley Krubrick’s unsettling film version of A Clockwork Orange. 
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Nick Nolte, well-established hunk and charmer, in Farwell to the King. 


Under the letter T can be found 
the following men: 

Mr. T, actor and jewelry manne- 
quin. 

Steve Tesich, screenwriter (Break- 
ing Away). 

Dan Travanti, actor. 

Rod Taylor, actor. 

Harry S. Truman, President. 
Robert Taylor, tough-guy actor 
married to Barbara Stanwyck (you’d 
have to be a tough guy actor to be 

married to Barbara). 


Under the letter U come two list- 
ings: 

Al and Bobby Unser, auto race 
champs. 


Under the letter V can be found: 

Rudolph Valentino, silent screen 
legend of the 1920s who gave a 
carved ebony replica of his cock to 
Ramon Novarro, and wrote about 
his gay affairs in his diary. 

Dick Van Dyke, actor and come- 
dian. 

Eddie Van Halen, rock star. 

Sid Vicious, lead singer of the 
premiere punk group, The Sex Pis- 
tols. 


Under the letter W can be found 
an abundant list of names, including: 
Lyle Waggoner, television actor 

and the first Playgirl centerfold 
(1973), although Lyle, like Burt 
Reynolds in Cosmopolitan, did not 
reveal everything. 

Dennis Weaver, actor made 
popular by his role as Chester on 
Gunsmoke. 

Johnny Weissmuller, Olympic 
swimmer who played Tarzan the 
longest. 

Prince William of England, Di’s kid. 

Andy Williams, singer and 
television personality. 

Flip Wilson, black comedian who 
created, in drag, the character 
“Geraldine.” 

Bill Wyman, of the Rolling Stones. 


Under the letter Y can be found 
these three: 

Michael York, British actor. 

Steve Yeager, baseball star of the 
L.A. Dogers. 

Yuki, Japanese fashion designer. 

But, so far, there are no confirmed 
listings under the letter Z of the al- 
phabet of uncut celebrities. If you 
know one, let me know! 
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COWBOYS 


BY JACK RICCARDO 


Ive been riding the circuit for seven 
years. | busted my leg twice, my arm 
once, and fractured my collar bone 
last year. The injuries go with the ter- 
ritory. But they’re worth it. I've been 
bull riding champ on the Mountain 
States Pro Rodeo Circuit three 
times, and once on the Prairie 
Rodeo Circuit. And now that my col- 
lar bone was healed, | was heading 
into the rodeo at Davie, hoping for 
the top prize at the Southeastern. 

The usual cowboys were in com- 
petition — Will Powers, Hank 
Knowlan, Hershel — and some new- 
comers. At the warm-up, | took 
quick note of one young stud who 
looked like he’d give me a run for 
my money. He stayed on that ole 
brahman longer than most guys his 
age. | thought it might be smart to 
get to know him. And not only be- 
cause he was a damn good rider, 
but because the crotch in my Levi's 
got to tingling watching that guy 
bounce his butt on that bull. 

After the preliminaries, where we 
both qualified, | sidled up to the new- 
comer. He was leaning his elbows 
on the rail, eyeing the barrel racing 
event. His dark brown sombrero 


was pushed forward, almost cover- 
ing his eyes. He had one smooth, 
muscled, and booted leg latched 
over the bottom rail. His worn Levi's 
snuggled that denim over his butt 
like a fist in a tight glove. 

“My name’s Cork,” | said, looping 
my boot over the rail, pushing the 


And the dick 
inside my jock 
was Starting to 

wrestle, 
pressing hard 
against the 
buttoned fly... 
brim of my sombrero back on my 
head. “You ride a good bull.” 

He looked over at me. “I’m Randy 
Swan,” he said. “But they call me 
the Kid.” 

“Looks like we’re. competing 


against each other.” 
“| don’t stand a chance against 


you,” he said, a little embarrassed. 
“| seen you ride back in Cheyenne 
in ’87. This is my first real rodeo, 
and...’ His words kind of ran out. 
He backed away from the fence, slid 
his hands into his back pockets, 
kicked the dirt. 

| smiled inwardly. The Kid was a 
virgin to the circuit. 

The rest of the afternoon, me,and 
the Kid didn’t speak much. We were 
both busy trying to qualify for the 
other events. | made it in saddle 
bronc riding and bareback riding. 
But | fucked up in calf roping. The 
Kid qualified all three, plus the bull 
riding. 

The crowd was thinning out when 
| saw the Kid heading out of the 
stables. | walked up alongside him. 
“Going to The Junction?” | asked. 

“That's where the other guys 
are,” he said. “They say there'll be a 
whole shitload of groupies there 
waiting for us.” He blushed when he 
said it, as only a cowboy who's fresh 
on the boards could blush. _ 

“l’m heading to The Barn,” | told 
him as we walked out of the parking 
lot. “No groupies there, just some 
peace and quiet, and time to wind 
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down. Got a rough day tomorrow.” 

“Yeah, | guess so,” the Kid said, 
hesitating. The Junction was around 
the corner and on the main drag. 
The Barn was next door. “You'll 
need all you got to give for 
tomorrow’s main event,” | said. 

_ The Kid hesitated again, but he 
agreed. We went to The Barn 
together. The place was near empty. 
Randy and | sat in a booth. 

Cowboys are notorious for not 
talking much. And I’m no exception. 
Neither was the Kid. But when cow- 
boys do talk, it’s because we have 
something to say. 

’ “The boys tell me that you’re my 
main competition tomorrow,” | said. 
“Will Powers saw you ride in 
Phoenix. He said | got my work cut 
out for me.” 

Even though the brim of his 
sombrero shadowed his eyes, | 
could see a small proud smile break 
out on the Kid’s face. His fingers 
peeled at the label on the bottle in 
front of him. “| heard some stories © 
about you, too.” 

| waited for the Kid to continue. 
From the tone of his voice, it didn't 
sound like he was talking about bull 
riding. He stopped fingering his bot- 
tle and looked up to my eyes. “| 
hear tell that you’re the only gay 
cowboy on the rodeo circuit.” 

His blatant words surprised me, 
but | didn’t blink. “Wrong, there, 
Kid,” | said. “I’m the only openly gay 
cowboy on the circuit.” 

“That why don’t you hang around 
with the boys at The Junction?” 

“One of the reasons,” | said. | 
leaned back in my seat, crossed my 
arms over my chest. 

The Kid was clutching his bottle 
with both hands. He spoke to the 
table softly, but loud enough for me 
to hear. “Wanna blow me?” he 
asked. 

It was my turn to smile, but inside. 
| leaned into the table. The brim of 
my sombrero was almost touching 
his. | waited until the Kid lifted. his 
head and looked at me. It took a 
long eight seconds..“‘No, | don't 
wanna blow you,” | said. “l wanna 
plug my dick up your butt.” 

The Kid’s eyes widened like | had 
cursed the flag. “Never,” he said, 
just as softly as before, and not even 
a hint of a smile. 

It was the answer | expected. 
“How about plugging my butt?” | 
said. This time my smile broke out- 
ward, ever so slightly. And the dick 
inside my jock was starting to 
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wrestle, pressing hard against the 
buttoned fly of my Levi's. The Kid 
didn’t answer, but he didn’t turn his 
face away, either. His silence was a 
“maybe.” 

“I'm renting a trailer next door,” | 
said. | slugged down the last of my 
beer and stood up. 

The Kid didn’t move. Both fists 
were clutched around that beer bot- 
tle like it was a lifeline and he was 
terrified of drowning. When | looked 
down into his lap, the faded and 
wrinkled denim of his Levi's showed 
a bigger pouch than the Kid had 
when he came in. | turned and 
walked outside. 

| wasn’t disappointed. I’d been 
turned down before, sometimes with 
fists. Well, maybe | was a little disap- 
pointed. | thought the Kid might be 
willing. | was wrong. I'd have a nice 
fantasy jack-off, anyway. | stepped 
off the wooden sidewalk. | heard the 
door swing open behind me and the 
Kid’s boots stomping over the same 
path | took. The Kid caught up with 
me. We walked together, without a 
word said between us. 

It was a small trailer, couldn't af- 
ford nothing larger. With two, it was 
crowded. | grabbed a couple of 
beers from the fridge, gave the Kid 
one, kept one myself. The Kid sat on 
the couch, elbows on his knees, 
legs spread, eyes on the carpet. | 
sat on the hassock. The only light 
was from the moon glowing outside 
the small window. For a while the 
Kid didn’t move, then suddenly he 
seemed to have made up his mind. 
He clutched the bottle in one hand, 
leaned back onto the couch with 
both hands spread as wide as his 
legs. It seemed to me he was wait- 
ing. My waiting was over. 

| set my bottle on the table and 
tugged off my boots. The Kid didn't 
speak, he watched. | unsnapped my 
shirt and let it fall. When | stood up 
and unbuckled my belt, the Kid only 
said, “You won that in Dakota two 
years ago, didn’t you?” He was refer- 
ring to the belt buckle. 

“Yep,” | said, rather proudly. | un- 
buttoned my Levi's and pushed 
them down to the floor. The Kid tried 
so hard to look away from what was 
in front of him, it was almost funny. 
But he didn’t succeed. The light 
from the moon showed eyes gleam- 
ing straight ahead, at a pouchful of 
jock and cock that hadn't gone soft 
since | left the bar. 

“Whatcha doing?” he finally said 
when | was standing there in just my 


jock, my socks, my blue neckerchief 
around my neck, and my black 
sombrero on my head. | fiddled with 
the pouch of my jock. The tingle 
was sending shivers to my toes. The 
aroma that drifted up from my jock 
filled my nose. And it must have 
reached the nostrils of the Kid, too. 


' 
was an automatic response, not a 
deliberate provocation. When | ; 
didn’t answer him, he asked again, 
“Whatcha doing?” 
| sat down on my haunches in 
on the knees of his Levi's. The hairs 
on my bare ass brushed against the 
carpet, filling my butt with a tingle 
dribble. When | pressed my fingers 
into the Kid’s legs, he tensed, but he 
didn’t move. 


His lips smacked together. But it 

front of the Kid, laying both hands 

that forced the dick in my jock to 
| rubbed my hands over his 


thighs, kneading the denim of his 
Levi’s. | kept my eyes on the Kid. His 
eyes were wide open. When my 
hands were wrapped around both 
thighs and my thumbs slid down to 
caress the space between the Kid’s 
balls and his legs, the Kid closed his 
eyes. A small moan fluttered 
through his lips. He lifted his hips. 
When | brushed one hand over the 
pouch of his Levi's, the Kid tensed. 
But not for long. | rubbed a hand 
over his dick that was hauntingly out- 
lined against worn denim, almost 
hot to my touch, as hard as a steer’s 
horn. My palm pressed into his nuts. 
The Kids waved his hips to my grap- 
pling touch. | eased my fingers away 
and up to his shirt, snapping it open 
and pulling it out of his Levi's. The 
red neckerchief stayed knotted on 
the Kid's neck. It accentuated the 
hair on his chest. 
It was an easy job to undo his 
buckle, as big as it was. When | 
snapped open the first button of his 
Levi's, the Kid opened his eyes 
again and laid both hands on mine. 
“Don't,” he whispered. 
“Why not,” | answered, unbutton- 
ing the second button. 
“| don’t know,” he mumbled. His 
protest was feeble and he began 
rubbing his hands over my hand 
that was now stretching its finger in- 
side the fly of his Levi's. The white of 
his jockey shorts shown like a tidal 
wave on a story sea. 
| used both hands now, unbutton- 
ing the fifth and last button on his 
fly. | pushed back the denim of his 
Levi's and filled the gap with my 
hands, sliding them inside the legs 


of his pants, caressing the bare and 
hairy flesh of his legs, my thumbs 
again sliding up to probe the pouch 
of his shorts, his balls. The Kid gave 
up and gave in. He laid both hands 
on the side of the couch and 
moaned, “Please.” 

The one word told me to con- 
tinue, not stop. | leaned my face 
over the outline in his shorts. An out- 
line of a long thick round cylinder of 
hard dick that was stretched around 
and up, the tip poking out of the 
elastic at the waist. And the tip was 
covered. It wasn’t covered with cot- 
ton either. The head that | saw prob- 
ing out of his shorts was 
skin-covered, uncircumcised, a 
rarity for me on the circuit. My own 
cock straining my jockpouch was 
cut and leaking, as are most of the 
cowboys |’ve known. Cut, anyway, if 
not leaking. 

| could see a slim line of dribble 
sliding out of the skin of the Kid's 
dick. | couldn't let it go to waste. 

| reached up a finger to touch the 
peaking head of his dick. The’skin of 
the head was slippery and felt like 
the smooth hard skin on a prime 
calf, ready for roping. But it was only 
a preview. | wanted to see the entire 
head that was stretching the skin, | 
wanted to see that head blossom 
out of that proud and veined shaft. | 
wanted to see that pouchful of nuts 
hold up that shaft in all it’s glory. 

| looped both thumbs into the 
waistband of the Kid’s shorts and 
pulled. The Kid was more than will- 
ing, and even eager. He lifted his 
hips until | had his shorts at his 
thighs. The Kid himself pushed them 
to his knees and spread his legs as 
wide as he could within the confines 
of his Levi’s and stretched shorts. 

When his shorts snapped from his 
dick, that dick of his slapped his 
stomach, throbbing in the nest of 
the scratchy dark hair on his crotch 
and belly. The dick reached that 
high. His balls were closely packed, 
as hairy as his belly and wound up 
tight to his shaft. The Kid was oozing 
to shoot a load. And damn quick. 
But | didn’t want it to be too quick. 

| lifted the Kid’s nuts with one 
hand, grabbed my pouch of jock 
with the other, leaned down and 
pushed the Kid’s nuts into my face, 
rubbing my nose into the hairy fuck- 
ers. | could feel the Kid wiggle 
beneath my touch and moan like a 
baby calf. The smell of balls, long 
packed in sweaty underwear, was 
what | was seeking. | wasn’t disap- 


pointed. | felt in bull heaven. To me, 
the aroma of sweaty nuts is like 
roping a steer at the first try, like 
riding a bronc in the full eight 
seconds, like eating a steak that’s 
been sizzling on the skillet. 

| slipped my hand into my own 
jock and grabbed my nuts at the 
same time that | slipped my tongue 
out from between my lips to taste 
that ball sweat, to savor the flesh of 
the young cowboy nuts in front of 
me. The Kid was primed. And he lost 
his timidity. He grabbed my head 
with both hands, being careful of my 
sombrero, forcing my face between 
his legs, squeezing my face with his 
thighs. | lapped out at his nuts as | 
tugged at my own. The Kid almost 
hit the moon when | slurped both 
nuts into my mouth at the same 
time. | had one arm hugged over his 
tightening thigh, my fingers stretch- 
ing to the cheeks of his ass, the Kid 
lifting his ass to the touch of my 
tongue, to the feel of my fingers 
probing his hairy butthole. 

The Kid took his dick in hand and 
| could feel him bouncing it, jacking 
it. | let his nuts fall from my mouth 
and drifted my tongue to the base of 
his shaft. The Kid immediately un- 
fisted his dick and relaxed his hold 
on my head. | left my own balls to 
them- 
selves inside the pouch of my jock 
and rested both my hands on the 
Kid's bare knees. | could feel sweat 
form under the brim of my hat. | lick- 
ed up the shaft of his dick, around 
the whole thing, lapping out at it like 
| was suckering on a rib of beef. It 
pulsated and throbbed with every 
touch of my wet and warm tongue. 
The Kid was dying, humping the air 
to the slow rhythm of my touch. The 
feeling was driving us both, but too 
fast. 

| sat back on the floor, my hands 
drifting off his knees. The noise from 
our breathing filled the small room. 
The Kid continued to wave his knees 
back and forth. | encircled his dick 
with my fist. | squeezed hard. The 
Kid smiled a dreamy kind of grin. His 
knees clenched to the pressure of 
my fist. His two balls were almost 


“one, almost busting from his shaft. 


When | slid my fist down the shaft, 
the head that was waiting inside the 
skin covering slowly exposed itself. 
When the peehole peaked thdugh, | 
tapped and slid a finger over and 
around. The sensation brought the 
Kid to the edge. But not yet, not yet. 
| again pulled down on his shaft. The 


head popped out of the skin like a 
ripe tomato on a steak platter. The 
skin surrounded the neck like the 
mane of buffalo. The dickhead was 
shiny, slippery, shining, bright and 
tempting. The peehole was dribbling 
something fierce. 

“Blow me,” the Kid pleaded 
through gasps for air. ‘Please, do 


“| said | wanted to plug your hole, 
not blow you,” | reminded the Kid, 
my own forced breath barely letting 
me to speak. But even when | said 
the words, | was half lying. | would 
love to blow the socks off him. | 
wanted to feel the head of his cock 
fill up my mouth, | wanted to nibble 
on the wrinkles of foreskin that 
crowned the head. Yeah, | wanted 
to suck the Kid off. But more than 
that, | wanted to feel that cockhead 
fill my butthole. 

When | released the Kid’s cock 
and stood up, a look of disappoint- 
ment came over his face, like | had 
stolen his lollypop. The Kid was al- 
most bawling. 

| stepped forward, resting my 
hands on the wall behind him, 
spreading my legs, and kneeling 
over his crotch. The pouch of my 
jock was within licking distance of 
the Kid’s face. My cock was outlined 
sharply against the mesh. The out- 
line of cockhead was splotched with 
precum juice that made my jock 
look dirty. The Kid looked up at me, 
like he was lost. He was lost. But it 
was my show. 

| lowered myself and pressed my 
jock against the Kid's belly, letting it 
first glide over his neckerchief. His 
shirt was half off his back. | could 
feel the Kid inhale with relief. But it 
was a relief that didn’t last. The 
touch of my jock, and what was fill- 
ing it, against the hairy chest of the 
Kid, must have brought a sensation 
that was new and wonderful to him. 
He began pressing his chest back 
against my jock. His breathing be- 
came louder. Mine became louder. 
The roughness of the mesh of my 
jock pressing against my cock, 
crowding my balls, pumping up 
against the chest of the Kid, was 
bringing my own nuts to a boil. | 
shivered to the touch. 

When | lowered myself still more, 
when my jock inched down the Kid's 
chest, over his hair, his uncut tube 
behind me was shimmering up my 
spine. | reached a hand behind to 
grapple with that dick, to rub it be- 
tween the cheeks of my ass. It was 
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wet with perspiration, with the juice 
that was leaking out of the head like 
a bleeding hose. The Kid groaned 
and shifted his hips upward. | held 
my knees stiff until | was standing on 
them. And | held onto the Kid’s shaft 
until my asshole was just above the 
dickhead. | painted the dribbling 
head all over my asshole, wiping it, 
lubing my hole with his own cock- 
juice. The Kid was panting like a 
bear. Then | lowered myself. 

The aim was on target. The head 
of the Kid’s dick was expanding, 
pressing, trying to probe inside my 
butthole. | had to take it slow—the 
Kid had a full grown tomato for a 
dickhead, and my hole ain’t been 
probed that often. | gulped and 
yelped when the Kid pumped up his 
hips and his dickhead plopped in- 
side me. | reached out with both 
arms and grabbed the Kid around 
the neck, pulling him to my chest. 
The Kid reacted by pumping his hips 
higher, trying to feed his entire dick 
inside me in one fell swoop. | lifted 
my own hips higher, not wanting my 
asshole ripped to shreds. | was the 
one controlling that dick between 
the Kid's legs. 

| let us rest, his dickhead comfort- 
able packed inside my butt. Our 
breathing slowed down and became 
almost dreamy. When | had gotten 
used to his head inside me, | eased 
down, allowing the shaft to slowly 
slide up my tube, filling me and 
making me moan into the Kid's ears. 
| began waving my ass, still sitting 
above his dick, trying to probe that 
delicious dickhead to find and touch 
every pore inside my butthole, 
before he jammed me full. 

The Kid went with the feeling, wig- 
gling his hips to my touch, letting 
the slide of his dick ease its own 
way inside me. | felt like | was being 
filled with the mountain moon, with 
the prairie stars, with every cowboy 
who ever existed. And | wanted 
more. | wanted it all. | wanted that 
cowboy’s uncut bulldick to fill my 
guts until I'd cry. | sat down with a 
smash. 

It was the Kid’s turn to yell. His 
scream echoed in the small room, 
his mouth fell open, his tongue 
began licking and biting over the nip- 
ples on my chest as he crushed his 
face into me, as his dick was 
plugged deep inside my butthole. | 
forced my ass down upon the dick, 
his crotch hairs scratching into the 
hairs of my ass, his balls cushioning 
the cheeks of my ass. My own balls 
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and dick and jock crushed between 
us. 

We stayed like that, me, pronged 
on the Kid’s hook, the Kid with his 
mouth pressed to my stomach and 
hugging me with both hands around 
my back. The Kid was almost crying 
into my gut when | began grinding 
down onto his dick. He was forcing 


My bones were 
thrilled to the core, 
my brain expanded 

into the air. 

The Kid’s knees 

were shaking, 
his thighs had a life 


his head lower, his tongue lapping 
out like a lizard in the desert. He was 
trying to lap at my dickhead covered 
in jockpouch, but couldn't quite 
make it. 

When | eased my legs up, | felt 
the Kid’s dick ease out of my hole. 
The Kid lapped out and licked at my 
jock. | immediately sat back down 
and pronged myself on his dick. The 
Kid humped back up. His fingers 
wound around the leg straps of my 
jock and pulled at it, holding on like | 
was a bucking bull and he was the 
rider. | folded my biceps over his 
head, letting him fuck me in the ass 
with the muscles of his bull riding 
legs pushing me up, pushing his 
dick deep into my butt. With each ef- 
fort, the Kid pushed his face and 
mouth to lap at the pouch of my 
jock. My dick was smashed between 
us, my nuts were almost bursting at 
the feel of the sweating pouch, at 
the sight of the Kid lapping at the 
jock. His sombrero had long fallen 
off and was laying on the back of 
the couch. 

The Kid had the strength of a bull. 
He bucked his ass up, thrusting his 


.. dick deep into my gut. His balls 


pounded my ass. If | tried to ease 
up, the Kid bucked his ass up, plow- 
ing me deep, deep, deeper, holding 
onto my straps to keep me in tow. 
“Ride ’em cowboy,” | mumbled as 
the couch shook, as the Kid lifted 
his thighs, as the power in his 
muscles held me in his control. He 
was a wild fucking bronco bastard, 


fucking the hell out of this bull riding 
cowboy. | bounced up with every 
thrust, landing on the Kid’s nuts, my 
pouch rubbing against the Kid's gut, 
burning...burning, burning, it burst. 
The juice that had filled my nuts, 
spilled over, exploded out of my 
dick and into my jock, exploded into 
the hairs of the Kid’s stomach. My 
bones were thrilled to the core, my 
brain expanded into the air. The 
Kid's knees were shaking, his thighs 
had a life of their own, the muscles 
thick with strained effort. 

The Kid yelled like he just won the 
round, his hips were held high, his 
dick plowed deep into my gut, and 
staying put, gushing its seed all over 
my insides, searing me, filling me. 

The Kid moaned, groaned, yelped 
like a stuck pig, until his nuts were 
as dry as the desert. 

We sat holding each other, pant- 
ing, drained. 

| eased the cock out of my hole, 
eased myself down to the floor, and 
fell on my back. 

| opened my eyes a few minutes 
later. The Kid was laying back on the 
couch, his sombrero was again 
propped over his eyes, his necker- 
chief was still tight around his throat, 
his shirt was still on his back, but 
crushed behind him, his bare and 
hairy chest was expanding up and 
down in a slow rhythm, his Levi's 
were crumbled at his ankles, his 
shorts resting in the denim, his bare 
legs were relaxed and spread wide, 
his dick, still half hard, was cradled 
on a pillow of hairy and empty nuts. 
And over the flesh of his body, 
sweat and remnants of my cum 
were shining in the moonlight. 

My own body was drenched with 
sweat. | rubbed a hand through the 
hairs on my chest, massaging my 
own strained cum into my skin. My 
jock was as wet as my mouth was 
dry. 

| convinced the Kid to stay over- 
night. | opened the couch into a bed. 

| kept my jock on when we laid 
down. The Kid put his shorts on. But 
that didn’t stop me from fondling his 
basket. And it didn’t stop the Kid 
from playing with my jock either. 

We fell asleep like that, jock to 
jockeys. 

| don’t Know how well rested we 
were at the next day’s rodeo events. 
But | do know we were relaxed. | 
won my first Southeastern Pro 
Rodeo bull riding competition. The 
Kid placed second. 

He rides a good bull! A 
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LUST 


BY ERIC PETERSON 


| looked at Bill. The atmosphere had 
changed between us. We had been 
best friends since childhood. We 
even shared the same birthday. On 
this, our 18th, we suddenly felt a 
new emotion regarding each other. 
After the party, when everyone else 
had gone home, we had gone for a 
walk into the park, which was dark 
at that hour of the night. 

We grew very nostalgic as we 
walked along, talking of old times, 
old adventures, old fights and recon- 
ciliations. We walked for a while, 
growing more and more serious. Bill 
sat down on a park bench, and | sat 
beside him. | was a little surprised — 
but not displeased —when he put his 
arm around my shoulder. We used 
to do that a lot as kids. 

He looked straight into my eyes. 
“‘I.... love you,” he said. And he bent 
his face down to mine. Jesus Christ, 
he wanted to kiss me! This was a lit- 
tle fast for me — but not too fast, real- 
ly. Suddenly | realized | felt the same 
for him. 

| moved my face up to meet him — 
| let him kiss me. In fact | kissed him 
back. | felt his tongue invade my 
mouth, and my tongue snaked after 
his. 


We kissed long and soulfully, our 
arms embracing each other. He 
pressed heavily against me. | 
yielded to him, and he pushed me 
back on the bench, covering my 
body with his own. | gasped. Jesus, 
| was breathing hard! “God, Bill,” | 
panted. He glued his mouth to mine 
again, and once more we kissed rap- 


My breath 
came hard and fast 
as | felt the 
indecent gropings 
in my crotch... 

I spread 
my legs apart... 


turously. 

| made no resistance. | even aided 
and returned his caresses. 

Then he fumbled at my fly, and 
soon he passed his hands inside my 
pants! Damn! That was quite a bit 
faster than | expected! | grunted 
through our kiss, but he didn’t 


remove his hand. | wriggled my hips 
in disapproval. He must have 
thought | was writhing in passion, be- 
cause his big hand still gripped my 
rock-hard dong through the light 
fabric of my jockey shorts. Not satis- 
fied with that, he pressed further, 
and his wandering fingers soon 
found their way through the folds of 
my jockey fly, and he touched the 
hard, quivering flesh of my dong. 

Damnit, | thought, he 
misunderstands! He thinks | want 
him to grab my dick! A flood of deli- 
cious feeling roared up from my 
groin, and suddenly | realized | did 
want him to grab it! My breath came 
hard and fast as | felt the indecent 
gropings in my crotch. | loved it. | 
spread my legs apart, and he 
gripped my penis through my fly, 
stroking it as best he could and wig- 
gling it around. 

Mercifully, with his left hand he un- 
buttoned my pants and pulled them 
down. Removing his hand momen- 
tarily from my aching prong, he 
yanked my shorts down, and then 
his hand flashed back to grip my 
throbbing manhood, unrestrained 
by those damned clothes. 

| reached down to his crotch and 
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felt a heavy object, one that stiffened 
even more beneath my fingers. He 
closed his eyes, threw back his 
head, and shuddered slightly while 
his body grew tense. | opened and 
pulled down his pants as he had 
done mine. 

We sat together on the park 
bench, our pants down around our 
ankles, unworried about discovery. 
No one ever came into the park this 
late at night. 

| was enraptured by his delicious 
squeezes and the thrilling way he 
pulled back the skin from my ram- 
pant cockhead, got my libido charg- 
ing like a railroad train. He 
apparently liked playing with my 
cock—he pulled back my foreskin, 
revealing the ruby crest with the big, 
black hole (a pipe itching to spurt 
out its slippery contents), and he 
pulled it back up over my hot red 
knob over and over again. 

Just as | began to lower my head 
to Bill’s drooling dong, we were dis- 
turbed by an incredible (and hor- 
rible) interruption! Out of the 
shadows stepped the figure of the 
parish priest, Father Telemann! We 
both froze! 

“What is this? What debauchery 
have you done? Shame! Vile shame 
upon you both!” he raved at us. 
Father Telemann had been our 
parish priest for as long as | could 
remember. He was actually only 
about 42, but it seemed he had been 
around forever. He came Europe 
years ago; he became a priest after 
immigrating. He had a heavy accent, 
and his speech tended to be alittle 
dramatic. 

Bill and | were scared shitless. Ina 
town the size of ours, public 
knowledge of what we had been 
doing could make our lives a living 
hell. 

“lam ashamed for you both,” he 
roared. “What will you turn your- 
selves into? Sodomites? Depraved 
homosexuals wandering the earth in 
search of forgiveness?” 

| threw myself at Father 
Telemann’s feet and begged his for- 
giveness. “Have mercy on us, 
Father,” | cried. “We're just good 
friends! We haven't done anything!” 

“Anything?” he roared. ‘This 
close approach to the temple of 
Sodom and Gomorrah is nothing? 
Say no more. | can’t hear your con- 
fession at a time like this, and your 
humility seems out of place. My duty 
is to go and inform the parents of 
both of you of the abomination | 
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have witnessed!” 

Then Bill spoke up. “Oh, please, 
Father Telemann, don't tell my 
parents! We'll do anything you say. 
We'll do any penance, anything!” | 
trembled to think what Bill’s father 
would do to him if he learned about 
this. 

“Enough!” the priest roared in the 
voice of God. “I need some time to 
think this out. | need some time to 
pray and meditate. Both of you 
come to the sacristy tomorrow after 
school. Then | will tell you God’s will 
for you!” With that, he walked on by, 
disappearing in the trees and dark- 
ness of the park. Bill and | looked at 
each other in fear and horror. 

All through the next day Bill and | 
couldn't look into each other’s face 
whenever we passed in the halls or 
saw each other in class. But we ap- 
peared together at the door of the 
sacristy at 3:30 pm. Father 
Telemann invited us in and closed 
the door behind us. We sat on a set- 
tee while he leaned back against his 
desk. ‘| have thought a lot about 
this situation, boys,” he said, “and 
for along time | thought there was 
no way | could keep from going to 
your parents to tell them what | 
caught you doing.” 

Both of us immediately started 
pleading, ‘“Oh, don't, Father! Please, 
please, don't!” 

He gave us a friendly (albeit firm) 
look, and said, “! dread to think, 
though, of what your honest fathers 
would do to you if they learned their 
sons were homosexuals.” We 
winced at the word. “There is a way, 
though, that the Blessed Virgin will 
put aside this untoward activity, and 
thus remove the necessity of relat- 
ing this to your fathers.’ We looked 
at him hopefully. “But the first re- 
quirement of this indulgence is your 
absolute obedience.” 

Both of us promised, sighing with 
relief. | knelt at his feet in gratitude. 
“Thank you, Father Telemann, thank 
you, thank you.” 

The priest was a good man. He 
was a handsome man. He stood 
about 5'11” and he weighed about 


. 180 or 190. He looked in very good 


physical shape. His face was square 
and masculine, his hair slightly gray- 
ing but still shiny brown. He had 
piercing gray eyes. He bent over 
me. His face appeared flushed, and 
a strange fire danced in his eyes. | 
felt his hands rest upon my 
shoulders, and his hands trembled. 
What a great man. He was worried 


about our spiritual lives. 

He sat in a chair and gently drew 
me nearer, still Kneeling, until my 
arms rested on his knees. He bent 
his face over me again. “To you 
men,” he whispered (and we thrilled 
to hear ourselves referred to as 
“men’), “who have embarked on 
the road to copulation—” 

“_QOh, no, Father!” we both 
clamored. ‘We didn't! —” 

“—your absolution will depend on 
the surrender of your bodies to the 
gratification of the Church.” Bill and 
| looked at each other blankly. 

Father Telemann’s hands slid 
down slowly and sinuously from my 
shoulders to my waist. When | 
raised my head to look into his face, 
he planted a long, hot kiss on my 
lips. | heard Bill gasp. Jesus Christ! 
The goddamned priest was gay! | 
was so astounded | could have been 
knocked over with a feather. 

When we finally broke the kiss, | 
could see Father Telemann’s eyes 
were cloudy with passion. But the 
fever of his kiss had inflamed me, 
too. | had a raging hard-on, and 
when | realized that, | looked down 
to Father Telemann’s crotch. | saw 
an enormous protuberance in the 
front of his black clerical robe. | 
glanced over at Bill, and | saw that 
he, too, was mesmerized by the 
priest’s hard-on. 

Reaching over me, Father 
Telemann seized Bill by the arm ana 
pulled him close. He planted a hot, 
wet kiss on Bill, too, and when he 
finally released him, Bill was hot and 
panting just like | was. Neither of us 
had resisted the lascivious priest. 

We wanted him to do it. 

The lust of the moment finally 
drove our amazing priest to a frenzy, 
and releasing Bill and me from his 
embrace, he opened his cassock 
and with no hesitation whatsoever 
exposed to our disbelieving eyes a 
cock so huge we were stupefied. | 
don’t know about Bill, but | had 
never seen such a hard, stiff, 
monstrous dong! 

I'd heard of men having enor- 
mous cocks; |’d even seen some big 
ones in magazines. But Father 
Telemann’s beef was huge, bigger 
than anything | could imagine — ex- 
cept maybe a horsecock! It was so 
big around it looked like a baseball 
bat jabbing out of his crotch. It was 
gigantic. Jesus, it had to be every 
inch of a foot long, with an immense 
bell-shaped head and massive balls 
hanging heavily down like holy 


chalices. 

| was about to reach for the gigan- 
tic poker, when Bill, usually the more 
retiring of us two, reached over my 
hand and grabbed it first. Damn. Bill 
became wildly excited just from the 
physical touch of that big, moist 
thing. 

“Take off your clothes,” Father 
Telemann commanded us both ina 
rasping voice. | felt numb 
throughout my whole body. | 
couldn't believe this was happening. 
But the numbness wasn’t from dis- 
may, it was from surprise. | felt great 
flickers of excitement, too. 

| had seen Bill's body often 
enough before, when we went skin- 
ny-dipping in the creek, for example, 
or in the school locker room, so | 
wasn’t as interested in him. Bill had 
the typical, firm, sleekly youthful 
physique of a young, lusty man. | 
watched in breathless fascination as 
the black robes slithered down from 
the muscular body of the priest. 
Father Telemann drove me crazy. 
He must have been lifting weights in 
the privacy of his quarters —he was 
built like a brick shit-house! His pecs 
were tight and fully defined, and his 
shoulders as arms looked like a 
professional wrestler’s. When he 
folded his arms across his chest, his 
savage biceps and his pecs made 
an array of four cannonballs of hard 
meat. Each shoulder was a mus- 
cular ham, a rounded corner from a 
suit of armor. His hands were broad, 
his fingers short and powerful-look- 
ing. His legs were heavy and mus- 
cular, like they belonged ona 
wrestler or a long-distance biker. His 
waist made my breath come in 
gasps. It was slim, and his belly was 
rock-hard. Little snarls of brown hair 
started under the crater of his navel, 
and they grew thicker and thicker as 
they descended over his abdomen 
to the bush that gathered around his 
piéce de résistance. 

Nothing about him looked refined 
or priestly. | was amazed. Without 
his clothes, he looked like a sexual 
savage, a masculine ultra-male, a 
testosterone-god. 

The first to touch the priest's 
prick, Bill was its first victim. Father 
Telemann lifted him up and sat him 
in a nearby chair. He pushed up 
Bill's legs and spread his willing 
thighs while | looked on. Bill's dong 
stuck up like an arrow from his 
pubic hair. | had never seen him 
quite that splayed (or that erect) 
before. My own prick throbbed with 


lust. 

Without a word, Father Telemann 
plunged his face down toward Bill’s 
crotch. | bent down so | could see, 
and | was stunned by the sight! The 
lascivious priest’s horny tongue 
snaked and slathered all around the 
pulsing red head of Bill's dick, and 
then | saw Father Telemann suck 


BRA ee a 
The lascivious 


priest’s 
horny tongue 
snaked and slathered 
all around the 
pulsing red head | 
of Bill’s 


Bill's dong into his mouth, driving 
down his head until his nose nuz- 
zled Bill’s pubic hair! Jesus, what a 
sacrament! 


That must have been an excruciat- 


ingly pleasurable action for Bill, be- 
cause his young body writhed in 
spasmodic contortions of pleasure. 
Then | saw him stiffen, and | knew 
he was coming. | looked down at 
the priest. He was swallowing hard, 
and | knew he was gulping down 
gob after gob of Bill’s hot, teenage 
scum. 

God, | had never seen anything 
so erotic in my whole.ife, and | was 
on fire! Father Telemann’s huge 
organ was so swollen and hard, its 
dull, red head shiny from the pres- 
sure of blood and meat inside, | 
simply ached for it. | admired the 
long, white shaft of his priestly 
truncheon, the mat of kinky brown 
hair that was its nest, and the in- 
credible cockhead that capped it. 
His cockhead was truly prodigious, 
an egg-shaped obscenity at the top 
of his weapon, an erotic shape that 
called to my libido’from the depths 
of my cave-man instincts. 

That thickened, commanding, stif- 
fened column of meat hypnotized 
me, and | was unable to resist reach- 
ing out for it. His foreskin partially 
covered his cockhead, and | 
reached out my hand to skin it back. 
Father Telemann grunted and 
turned toward me, the better to give 
me access to his crotch. | squeezed 
his huge cock, | pressed it, | stroked 
it, | slid the folding skin back and 
forth, and | watched the broad, red 


egg of his cockhead as it drew 
closer and closer to me. | saw the 
huge hole in the end of it (he must 
piss a gallon per minute), getting 
nearer and nearer, and | lost all self- 
control. 

“Do it,” he muttered. | looked up 
into his face. Telemann’s eyes were 
clouded over with lust. He spoke to 
me in the voice of god. ‘SUCK IT!” 

| stroked his huge javelin with 
both hands, and pre-sperm oozed 
out of the great hole. | was building 
up nerve to suck it, but he must 
have thought | was fighting the idea 
because he backed away from me, 
disengaging his organ from my 
grasp. Then he approached me 
again, waving his staff in my face, 
and he pushed it between my lips! 

My first time! | had wondered 
what it would taste like — it wasn’t ex- 
actly “delicious,” it was more an 
“erotic” taste. It was ripe like 
sweaty, athletic bodies, and juicy, 
covered with an erotically bitter tast- 
ing scum. | sucked on it. 

No way could | get it down my 
throat like he had done to Bill’s tool, 
Telemann’s telescope was simply 
too goddamned big! The best | 
could do was try to mouth his glans. 
| sat on the edge of the couch anc 
worked it over with my lips, tongue, 
and teeth. In a fever of lust, | 
reached my hands around him to 
cup his meaty butt while he writhed 
his hog in my mouth. His buttocks 
were stiff, and sweat trickled down 
his back into his ass-crack. 

“Suck my big dick!" He grunted 
like a beast as he tried to fuck my 
face. “Jesus, Mary, Joseph, I’m 
gonna shoot,” he gasped, “right in 
your mouth! Eat it!” 

My own pecker raged in my 
pants. At the instant | felt his tangy 
gushings boiling into my throat, my 
own cock blasted off unaided by 
human hands. We came together. 
He slathered hot, oily spunk all over 
my face and neck when | couldn't 
swallow any more, and | spattered 
white man-juice all over his leg. 

Bill stood behind us, jacking off. 
As Father Telemann leaned back 
against the wall in ecstasy, and | lay 
back on the couch panting, we both 
turned to look at the masturbator, 
who was then ascending the lustful 
heights. He chugged his hand up 
and down, up and down over his 
hefty, teenage dick. His motions be- 
came faster and more frantic. His 
firehose finally exploded, showering 
thick loads of white napalm, his con- 
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taminating oil-spill, all over his chest 
and belly. 

The three of us sat in sweating, 
panting delight, enjoying the 
afterglows of our great orgasms. 
Finally the passionate priest spoke. 
“| think we have an arrangement 
here, men.” 

Men. He called us men again. 
Hearing myself called a man did 
something to me in my manly parts. 
In spite of an ejaculation not 30 
seconds ago, | felt my cock filling 
again. This was the horniest situa- 
tion | had ever been in, and my 
dong was rising to the occasion. 

Father Telemann sat in a chair, 
and | crawled over to him, parting 
his legs. His huge dong sagged 
from his crotch, still hot and drool- 
ing from its recent exertion. He 
looked down permissively as | 
grasped it with both hands. God, 
what a cock he had! | found myself 
sighing with the delight of touching 
it! | tickled, rubbed, and squeezed 
the huge, soft affair in a way calcu- 
lated to re-inflate the licentious 
priest. But after a while | wanted 
another suck. 

The big tentacle had recovered 
somewhat, and | placed my lips on 
his greasy, foaming cockhead, slip 
ping it in past my teeth. | slithered 
my tongue all over it, rimming the 
flaring ridge of his glans and did- 
dling his piss-hole, that large-bore 
urethra. He winced, and his cock 
began to swell rapidly. We were 
back on the road! 

His dick grew hotter and harder 
as my excited lips pressed and nib- 
bled its greasy head, and my tongue 
flicked around his piss-hole. Both 
my hands pulled back the draperies 
of foreskin from the shoulders of his 
cock, and one hand stroked the 
trunk of his immense organ while 
the other gripped it (or attempted to) 
around the base. 

It worked —! got him! Our good 
priest’s legs shot out straight and 
stiff, splayed wide as he opened his 
crotch fully to the universe. His 
hands reached out convulsively for 


balance, and his body hardened into. 


the rigor mortis of lust. “Holy 
Christ,” he hissed between his teeth. 
He shivered and began a series of 
grunts, groans, and little animal 
cries. With each one, his penis shot 
out great jets of his thick, glutinous 
sperm. 

What a coming! His jizz slopped 
into my mouth, and | couldn't swal- 
low it fast enough! Streams of it ran 
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down my chin while greater rivers of 
it shot down my sucking throat. | 
kept on frigging him, and his dick 
kept on shooting the juice to me. | 
thought | had the last of his holy 
goo, and | backed off his human 
syringe, but it continued to spout his 
milk, splatting it into my face. “Jesus 
Christ,”| moaned. 

When he had blown his last wad, 
the good father knelt down beside 
me, embraced me, and to my 
amazement, began to lick and suck 
his own sperm off my face and 
neck. Then we kissed, sword-fight- 
ing with our tongues and exchang- 
ing tastes of semen. 

Thus began a new relationship 
with religion. Instead of paying alms, 
we met privately with Father 
Telemann for private donations of a 
very special alms. We also served 
the church in physical ministrations, 
serving the great and powerful idol 
sticking out of Telemann’s crotch. 

Maybe I'll become a priest! A 
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SAVE LIVES 
THERE’S LIVING 


SKINS 


Ever get the urge to chew ona 
nice, wet, loose foreskin, but 
just don’t know where to find 
one? Or maybe you’d like to 
find a skinlover to spend the 
evening worshipping your 
overhang. There’s only one 
place for skinlovers and skin to 
come together: in the pages of 
SKINS, the personal ad 
fanzine. Uncensored, 
uninhibited, strictly uncut — 
and with ads from like-minded 
men from all over the world. 


A sample copy of the most 
recent issue is $4 and comes 
with a free ad coupon. 

A discreet remailing service 
is provided, or you can hear 
from uncut hunks direct. 
And each issue of this 
digest-sized correspondence 
journal has hot conversation 
and sleazy skin art. 
Crawl in. 

Include a signed 
statement of age. 


CB&V, 
Box 97694, 
Las Vegas, NV 89193 
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HoT ACTION 468-HARD s3SIRCK 
NIGHT & DAY 


(THAT'S 1-900-535- 5225) 


TELEPHONE IT’S JUST WHAT» 


J.0. ACTION 


BAD BOYS 
WHO PLAY 


WITH TOYS! 


HOT FANTASIES 
HOT CONFESSIONS 
CALL 1-900 


HOT-TOYS 


(THAT'S 1-900-468-8697) 
ADULTS OVER 21 ONLY! 


$2 a minute 


$3.a minute. 


BLACK 
MAGIC 


FOR MEN OF COLOR 
AND MEN WHO 
LOVE THEM! 


1-ON-1 CONTACTS FOR LIVE 
TALK 24 HOURS A DAY 


DIAL 1-900 


386-ONES 


(THAT'S 1-900-386-6637) 
You must be over 18 


to call. 
$2 a minute. 


YOU NEED! 


$2 a minute. 


DREAMS 


COME 


TRUE 
HOT MAN-TO-MAN 


FANTASIES! 


ALL REAL MEN-NO PAID ACTORS 


ALL REAL—ALL VERY HOT! 

24 HOURS—ALL NIGHT 
L—O-—N-G!! 

Make Your Dreams Come True 


1-900 


646-BOYS 


(THAT'S 1-900-646-2697) 


$2 a minute. 


QUICK RELIFF 1-900-246-2663 


3 a minute. Mature Adults Only. 


ORGANS 


Ee issue, Uncut will publish cur- 
rent information on organizations 
and events Catering to the uncut 
man. If your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning an up- 
coming event, let us know. 


INTERNATIONAL 

COPAC (Coalition of People Against 
Circumcision) is the official new 
name of “Men’s Right International.” 
The name may have changed, but 
this is still an Organization of men 
who feel circumcision violates their 
personal rights. They are now joined 
by women who also feel circum- 
cision is a violation, as well as by the 
members of a victim's rights or- 
ganization. COPAC is planning a 
legal challenge to circumcision in 
Canada based on the Security of the 
Person clause of the Canadian con- 
stitution. The organization is inter- 
ested in networking with interested 
individuals and organizations. 

Write to: COPAC, Box 2217, Station 
C., Downsview, Ontario, Canada 
M8N 289. 


SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information anda 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: CB&V, Box 
97694, Las Vegas, NV 89193. A 
sample copy of the current issue 
sent by First Class in the USA (plus 
a free ad coupon) can be had for $4. 
(Outside the USA: $6.) 


BUFF has recently revised and up- 
dated its material covering all 
phases of non-surgical foreskin res- 
toration by stretching. To receive the 
revised initial instruction packet, 
send a one-time fee of $2 to cover 
printing and handling, and a self-ad- 
dressed, stamped, long envelope 
with .75 postage (initial info pack 
runs 17 pages) it to: BUFF, c/o Jim 
Bigelow, Ph.D., 315 Congress 
Avenue, Pacific Grove, CA 93950. 


RECAP (RECover A Penis) is a 
foreskin restoration Support group. 
Get emotional support and informa- 


tion on recovering your penis. Many 
are having great success. Learn 
how to start your own local group. 
The group in the greater San Fran- 
cisco Bay Area meets the 1st Sun- 
day of each month in the afternoon. 
Write: R. Wayne Griffiths, 3205 
Northwood Dr., Suite 209, Concord, 
CA 94520 for information, or call 
415-827-4077 for a recording. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following three organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the clearing- 
house for information on just about 
every aspect of circumcision and its 
effects. The have produced a 
pamphlet on Foreskin Restoration 
that will answer most of your ques- 
tions, including explanations of the 
various types of restoration surgery 
available. For infor- 

mation, send a long self-addressed, 
stamped envelope to: NOCIRC, Box 
2512, San Anselmo, CA 94979. 


NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offi- 
cial center of NOCIRC, and publish- 
€S a guide to activism for people 
who want to speak out against cir- 
Cumcision in America. Send $3 fora 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-Nu, 
P.O. Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733- 
0562. 


REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 
printed material with religious argu- 
ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing envelopes 
might make your local postal carrier 
squeamish (like the one we received 
with a drawing of a baby bleeding 
and screaming from his neo-natal 
Circ), but if you like passionate 
protest, by all means get on the 
good preacher’s mailing list. We’ve 
been on it for years and we've never 
been soliticed for funds. However, 
we suggest you include some 
postage with a short note asking for 


a Copy of his brochure, “The New 
Covenant.” Send your request to: 
R.1.0., R.R. 2, Box 86, Larchwood, 
1A 51241. 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 
a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 


UNCUT CLUB OF LA hosts pool, 
has a Palm Springs outing, monthly 
gatherings, etc. A newsletter and 
contact directory is published for 
members. For information, send a 
Stamped, self-addressed envelope 
to: Club, Box 2842, Los Angeles, CA 
90078. 


STUDS BBS is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men and admirers. It features siz- 
zling color graphic files, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games, electronic 
mail, and both private and group 
“chat” between members. The 
board runs on a network of IBM- 
compatible 80286 and 80386 com- 
puters, and Operates over regular 
telephone at 300 to 9600 baud. 
STUDS has been in continuous 
Operation over 3 years and has 
members around the world. The 
board is located in San Francisco, 
and operates 24 hours a day, 7 days 
a week. STUDS may be accessed 
by most any computer or terminal 
via standard communications and 
will automatically adjust to your 
modem’s speed when you first con- 
nect. Set the communications 
parameters to 8-N-1 and dial 415- 
495-2929. (A note to computer 
novices: dialing this number con- 
nects you directly to a computer — it 
is not a normal voice line.) 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
AMICUS (American Men who are In- 
tact Celebrate Uncut Skins) is cer- 
tainly a mouthful! This is a club for 
the uncut as well as the 
reconstructed man. If you have a 
foreskin and wish to share your 
good fortune with other natural 
males, special events are held 
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during the year —in the buff! For 
more information, write to: Tom Witt, 
455 Kimberly Ct., Mechanicsville, 
MD 20659. Call 301-884-8252. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is dedi- 
cated to the interests and well-being 
of uncircumcised men and their ad- 
mirers. We are a social group which 
meets occasionally to share ideas 
and experiences. We have a mem- 
bership roster which is updated 
quarterly. Information and a mem- 
bership application can be obtained 
by sending a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope to: Bryan P. 
Hooper, Box 7464, St. Petersburg, 
FL 33734. 


NEW YORK 

USA-NY is now in its fifth year with 
well over 200 members and an ongo- 
ing calendar of activities each’ 
month. USA-NY welcomes all inter- 
ested males, 18-45, who have fore- 
skin (or who like them). Every month 
sees a number of activities on the 
club calendar. Special events in- 
clude “uncut only” parties. The club 
has a regular newsletter. You can 
call Gene at (212) 777-4208 or you 
can write for information: USA-NY, 
Box 1052, New York, NY 10156- 
0604. Include a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope when you request 
membership information. (This club 
even has its own t-shirts!) 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 
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Save on cable rental fees ! ™N 


CABLE TV 
DESCRAMBLERS 


WE*LL BEAT 
ANY PRICE ! 


CALL TOLL- FREE 1-800 


284-8432 


JERROLD-TOCOM-ZENITH 
HAMLIN-OAK-PIONEER 
SCIENTIFIC ATLANTIC 


°24 HOUR SHIPMENTS ! 

* MONEY BACK GUARANTEE ! 
*FREE CATALOG AND INFO ! 
*QUANTITY DISCOUNTS ! 


MASTER CARD /C.0O.D. IVISA 4 


Have make and ment. (omen I 


oes aoe 
i -800-284- 8432 | 
| CABLE WAREHOUSE | 


NO FLORIDA SALES 


Mlastrated & K-Rated! 


Outrageously satirical, dick-stiffening sto- 
ties about sex in the pro wrestling world. For- 
get has-beens like Hulk Hogan and wimps 
like Rick Rood — these are your ultimate fan- 
tasy men! By the author of Slaves of the 


Empire, illustrated by Rader. Send $5.95 
plus $1 postage (CA residents add 6.5% 
sales tax) to: 


iaePress 


657 Castro, San Francisco CA 94114 


STATE/ZIP 
SIGNATURE (Yes, I'm over 211): 


MEN 


WITHOUT 
CLOTHES 


From Gymnos Productions, who 
brought you the entire JUST 
NAKED MEN series, come this 
sprawling look at men without 
clothes from all walks of life! 
Nearly two hours! 


$49.95 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 
JUST NAKED MEN 
MORE NAKED MEN 
BARE ASS MEN 
Three 30-minute videos of guys 
like you and | and the guys next 
door, doing very natural things 
in the buff! Each volume: $29.95 


GYMNOS 
BOX 931543 
HOLLYWOOD, CA 90093 


Please send me: 
Men Without Clothes ($49.95) 
Just Naked Men ($29.95) 
More Naked Men ($29.95) 
Bare Ass Men ($29.95) 
(Please add $2.50 postage per tape) 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 


STATE/ZIP 
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| 
ITS HOTTEST! PLUS, DON’T FORGET THE JIM MOSS TRAVEL VIDEO, THE | 

BEST WAY TO SEE WHAT THE MEN SOUTH OF THE BORDER HAVE TO 
OFFER! ALL VIDEOS ARE NEW, FACTORY-ISSUED. VIDEOS IN VHS ONLY. | 
I, Men of Brazil, photographer Tony Stevens stalks the town of Sao Paulo to | 
capture some of the best hung Brazilian studs you’ve ever seen. Dozens of hot hunks 
with remarkable meat, and mostly unclipped! You'll find your pulse pounding to a @ | 


farm-buddy scenes as the cameras head for the Mexican countryside. Viva Macho 


Waar AN EXPLOSIVE COLLECTION OF HOT LATINO VIDEOS! FROM THE 

SEXY STUDS OF MEXICO TO THE SUPERHUNG SUPERSTUDS OF SOUTH 

AMERICA. THIS IS THE BEST LOOK AT LATINO HUNKS ANYWHERE! FROM 

THE SIZZLING COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY OF TONY STEVENS AND JIM MOSS, 
IN THEIR SPECIAL PRIVATE SLIDE VIDEOS, TO THE PULSE-POUNDING 


LATINO STROKERS IN THE VIVA MACHO SERIES —THIS IS MEXICAN MEAT AT 


salsa beat as photos of these horse-hung studs fill your screen for a solid hour. 


I, Men of Mexico, photographer Jim Moss has collected hundreds of his favorite 
still images of Mexican men, taken over a year he spent traveling the huge Latino 
nation. Captured in all their macho glory, this is an hour of breathtaking photography 
and men, many of whom are uncut. 

$29 


I, Viva Macho! we are transported to the live action world of the Mexico of legend. 
The hottest hunks Mexico has to offer give super-heated solo performances. From 
the tropical rain forests to the ancient temples of the Mayas, the settings are as 
stunning as the performers! 

$19 | 


I, Viva Macho II we are treated to more of the same, including some genuine 


‘has an English language narration. 


$19 


F Jim Moss’ Guide to Gay Mexico, he and artist John Shown tell you everything 
you'll need to know to enjoy a vacation in the land of machoismo! From what to 
sack and how to get there, to what to see and where to go (and where not to go!); 
with tips on taking taxis, eating in restaurants, and a complete look at the gay nightlife 
of Mexico City! There’s everything here from nude disco dancers to the Ballet 
=olklorico, with lots to see no matter what your interests! Completely narrated, this 
very spicy travel video can be enjoyed even if you ’re an armchair traveler! 


$29 


Send order and payment to: CIMEN OF BRAZIL ($29) 


CB&V BOX 97694 LAS VEGAS, NV 89103 _[_] MEN OF MEXICO ($29) 
L]GAY GUIDE ($29) 

lease send me the items indicated at right. | am L_] VIVA MACHO! ($19) 

an adult, over 21 years of age, and am buying this [_] VIVA MACHO II ($19) 

material for my personal use. TOTAL 


SHIPPING $3.00 
(signature) ENCLOSED 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 
STATE/ZIP 
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Sometimes you have to look 
beyond the surface, way beyond, to 
find something viable in today’s 
myriad of gayporn releases. Not 
since the dawn of gay erotica itself 
has so much volume meant so little 
content. Or, as a friend in the busi- 
ness says, “They're churning them 
out like there’s no tonight!”’ 

It’s sadly true. And viewers look- 
ing for specific fare, like Uncut 
readers, have no easier a time of it. 
Just because a video has the world 
“uncut” as part of its title doesn’t 
mean it’s necessarily about foreskin. 

Of the six titles discussed here, 
only one follows a traditional narra- 
tive framework, a story with a begin- 
ning and an end. Of the other five, 
two are home movies and three are 
loops strung together by the voice 
of the narrator. 

Postcards From El Barrio, while it 
has faults, is a sincere attempt to tell 
alittle story and to say something 
about the human sexual condition. 
Along the way, it is fleshed out with 
a score of handsome, mostly hung, 
mostly uncut New York hispanic per- 
formers, most of whom are Puerto 
Rican. 

The video paints a portrait of a 
middle-aged Anglo photographer, 
Charlie Kay, who is pining after his 
Puerto Rican boyfriend, a shiftless 
sort who has either split or been ar- 
rested. 

The story, pretty threadbare after 
the initial set-up, trades on some 
stereotypical fantasies, most of 
which have negative connotations, 
but all of which are unavoidably part 
of the larger truth. 

Economically underprivileged 
youths pose nude for money; some 
of them hustle, steal and probably 
murder for money, too. It’s not to 
say the model-photographer relation- 
ship isn’t appropriate grist for 
gayporn drama, but it would be 
refreshing to see a director have an 
opinion about the situation once ina 
while. Nude modeling, and its kiss- 
ing cousin, prostitution, pop up fre- 
quently in gayporn, potent 
environments inevitably treated as 
casually as undressing in the school 
lockerroom, or lounging at the pool. 

| bring this up only because 
ninety-nine per cent of the hot 
young studs in this story who come 
to Charlie’s to be photographed use 
“we can make some good money” 
as their raison d'etre. 

To be fair, one guy of a particular 
pair tells his buddy something like, 


“Charlie is really broken up over his 
friend splitting, we should go and 
see him and model for him and we 
can make some good money.” 

After an effective opening that 
leads us to and sets us firmly in one 
of New York’s many barrios, we are 
left to drift along with Charlie as he 
fills his days and nights photograph- 
ing hot-blooded Hispanics in solos, 
in pairs, and in small groups; suck- 
ing, fucking (with condoms), jacking 
each other off, standing around 
posing, you name it. 

After each set piece, we see one 
of the photos transformed into a 
postcard, which Charlie has sent to 
his beau. 

Everyone is sweet-natured and 
user-friendly. Charlie snaps his 
photos with a minimum of expres- 
sion and input: “These photos are 
going to be fine.” 

Does he sound just a lit- 
tle...blank? Remember, he’s under 
emotional duress, he’s not himself. 
One day in the park, a friend of his 
own race and age tells him: “You 
can't let your life fall apart over a 
trick! You gotta get a grip!” 

At first | thought he said, “You 
gotta get a script!” 

After about eighty minutes of drift- 
ing (and photographing), Charlie is 
waving around an award that looks 
suspiciously like the Statue of Liber- 
ty, a painted smile on his face, while 
a voice intones: “And for best male 
erotic photography, Charlie Kay!” 

Somehow | don't think we're at 
the New York Advertising & Graphic 
Art Awards show. 

Despite my inability to muster em- 
pathy for the plight of poor Charlie, | 
have to admit | was captivated by 
nearly each and every one of the 
models (all of whom are unfortunate- 
ly relegated to single-name status in 
the credits), a spread of choice Puer- 
to Rican meat unlike anything we've 
seen since The Latino Fan Club 
videos. 

This production, by a new-ish out- 
fit called The Latin Connection, 
points to some strengths and weak- 
nesses in the Latino Fan Club videos. 
Production values on are the same 
semi-pro level. Where LC has an 
edge is in their post-production 
work. A lot of care went into assem- 
bling a smooth overall production, 
despite the limitations of the story, 
with good matching shots and plenti- 
ful cutaways. LFC too often 
sacrifices the transitions in the con- 
struction of their meandering epics. 


Bobby Davis, from Foreskin Dreams (Cinema Verite Productions/IS&A) 


Both production companies are 
bookends when it comes to edit- 
ing—afraid to throw anything away. 
That invariably means extremely 
slow pacing, which is why it took 
LFC three 90-minutes installments to 
tell their Boys Behind Bars story, 
and is why after this entire LC video, 
nothing is resolved in Charlie’s 
relationship. His beau never appears 
on screen, and we don’t even know 
if he got the postcards. 

Actually, this material was born of 
the same turf. While the LFC stories 
never backed off from the sexual ex- 
ploitation of Latinos by sex-hungry 
Anglos (in fact, many LFC plots are 
based on that very premise), 
Postcards From El Barrio confines it- 
self to sex between Latinos. Still, the 
undercurrent of sexual exploitation 
of minorities by ruling-class whites is 
obvious. Like the doctor in Boys Be- 
hind Bars who gave the Latino in- 
mates drugs in order to seduce 
them, we can’t escape the notion 
that Charlie gave his beau money to 


90 UNCUT 


photograph and/or seduce him or 
that money is the drug in this setting. 

| don’t necessarily think sexual ex- 
ploitation is a bad thing, nor do | find 
prostitution intrinsically evil, but | am 
stymied by the pat attitude of some 
videomakers in portraying the 
venues of exploitation and prostitu- 
tion without an opinion. 

Still, concentrating on the real 
meat here, the Puerto Rican per- 
formers, viewers will have few com- 
plaints and probably no qualms 
about setting back for some visual 
exploitation of their own. 

While Lucky Luc has driven down 
the same avenue of economic and 
sexual exploitation himself in past 
vehicles, he opts for the realm of the 
fertile sleeping imagination in Fore- 
skin Dreams a re-edited re-packag- 
ing of an earlier mail-order-only 
video, Uncut Foreskin Flick. \n this 
new version, which is another install- 
ment in the ongoing exploits of the 
French photographer, Lucky Luc, 
we're never quite sure if we're watch- 


ing the dream or the dreamer. 

Opening with a photo session be- 
tween model Bobby Davis and 
photographer Luc—and Luc has 
single-handedly revitalized the 
gayporn actor's career —Foreskin 
Dreams plays on the stereotypes of 
photographers seducing their 
models, similar to the situation be- 
hind Postcards From El Barrio. 

Not to say it doesn’t happen, but 
with Luc’s videos as a guidebook 
viewers might be compelled to con- 
clude all photographers picked their 
profession for strictly sexual 
reasons. And if that is the case, what 
we have here are home movies 
turned into some semblance of a 
loose narrative. 

There are times, watching 
gayporn videos, when | am con- 
vinced there are only two kinds out 
there and one kind, the overwhelm- 
ing majority, are home movies. 

The problem for me with Foreskin 
Dreams is that it is a rehash of old 
ideas presented in the same way. 
Unlike Postcards From El Barrio, 
where a high per centage of the cast 
are unknowns, a majority of the 
players here are already familiar 
faces from scores of other videos, 
some of them from other Lucky Luc 
videos. No one does anything dif- 
ferent from their regular routine. A 
couple of new faces talk about their 
foreskin-consciousness, subject mat- 
ter already successfully explored in 
Tiger Media's / Love Foreskin!, and 
first exploited back in 1984 in Joe 
Tiffenbach’s original, if uneven, 
Uncut. 

One doesn’t have to be original 
every time out—that seems to be 
especially true in gayporn— but a lit- 
tle originality might distinguish 
Foreskin Dreams from wallpaper. 

Okay, okay, there is an argument 
that originality doesn’t matter 
anymore, that in this post-original 
age it is the familiarity of the image 
that counts, that gets votes. And 
since scores of videographers 
nowadays recycle their imagery in 
project after project, there must be 
either be some merit to that argu- 
ment or, worse, the viewing public is 
still asleep. 

| was just plain bored during 
Foreskin Dreams, and | was wide 
awake. 

| was equally bored during Uncut 
Gems, the latest collection of 
recycled imagery from Thor 
Johnson. 

Once upon a time, Thor Johnson, 
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LaMonte (director, producer), Richard Grant (videography, editing), The 
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Link Richardson (director), Always New Productions, Alex Brown (videog- 
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Hollywood, CA 90069. Toll free: 1-800-442-4685. 


especially back when he was 
teamed with Rob Irving, since 
deceased, had something to say. As 
videographers with proclivities 
towards uncut men, off-center 
sexuality, and specific contexts for 
their projects, the original Adam & 
Company team (Johnson's current 
production house is called Altomar) 
produced a string of interesting titles 
like Outpost, Max Makes It Big, 
Modern Men, Northwest Passage, 
and Rod's Raiders. True, those are 
all narrative videos. But this same 
pair also made some highly ex- 
perimental fare like the original 
Foreskin Fantasy videos. 
Increasingly, Thor Johnson's 
videos, like Lucky Luc’s, are about 
~ exactly the same things. Billed as 
“unique, manly fantasy videos” that 
showcase mature performers, they 
are increasingly Thor and videog- 


rapher Rolf Bergman’s home movies. 


Uncut Gems contains a sequence 
towards the end between Jose Ar- 
mando and Max Montoya that 
smacks of a similar sequence in 
Lucky Luc’s Uncut Fever, Part Two 
between Jose Armando and Chas 


Lundgrin, a video which Thor 
Johnson worked on. That’s not to 
say that Thor usurped anything from 
Lucky Luc, but to point out that the 
sameness of current Thor Johnson 
projects and Lucky Luc projects is 
indicative of this “image recycling” 
that permeates a large faction of the 
gayporn video market. 

There is a profound difference be- 
tween the monochromatic qualities 
of Uncut Gems and Foreskin 
Dreams and the videos of someone 
like Christopher Rage, who works in 
a very narrow band, and David Hur- 
les, who limits his subject matter to 
the individual subjects themselves. 
Johnson and Luc see themselves as 
the focal point of their videos, Rage 
and Hurles see themselves as the 
Catalyst for the exploration of 
specific sexuality in their work. 

A different kind of recycling oc- 
curs in three videos released by 
AVG Inc.: Prince of Paris, Europa X- 
Posed and Festival in France. All 
three are collections of loops strung 
together via a narrator. 

Europa X-Posed purports to be 
the home video shot by a tourist and 


sent to his American friend —all of 
this is explained to us while we 
watch travel footage of Amsterdam. 
As each of his tricks is verbally 
sketched, we see solo jack-off seg- 
ments featuring European types — 
many of which, you'll be glad to 
hear, are uncut. And, frankly, it’s a 
fine ruse. Either you'll like the guys 
or not; no gym bodies, but some 
handsome some men—one or two 
could use some butch lessons. 

This footage was most likely 
recently shot and it has a bright, 
clear look. The performers are not 
the aching beauties of a Cadinot 
video, but there is a great deal of ap- 
peal in their ordinary qualities. 

Festival in France has a more 
complicated narration, spoken by 
someone for whom English is a 
second or third language. These are 
loops also, but action duos (except 
for one solo, wrapped around a duo, 
of a guy in what looks like a jail — 
footage which also appears in 
Europa X-Rated). Again, the narra- 
tion is superimposed and can easily 
be ignored. The guys are run-of-the- 
mill Northern European types, lots of 
them are uncut, and the sex is sin- 
cere-looking is rather ordinary itself. 
The exteriors are mostly in Paris, but 
the loops could have been shot 
anywhere. 

Prince of Paris is the most compli- 
cated of the three: more loops but a 
harder-to-follow narration that in- 
cludes some references to the 
French police (some are shown in 
uniform, but rest assured none are 
in the sexually performing cast) and 
sounds like it may be placed ina 
French jail. The sex is better in this 
particular title of the two, just a little 
rougher and grittier than Festival. 

Besides making you appreciate 
the videos of Jean-Daniel Cadinot 
even more than you already did, 
these three imports open up the pos- 
sibility of seeing more European 
videos. If they are popular, which 
they probably will be because of 
their exotic subjects, other videog- 
raphers in Europe might be willing 
to take up the camera and make 
work intended for export. As it is 
now, there are few European 
gayporn video productions; they are 
overwhelmed by the constant flood 
of releases from the U.S., and 
videomaking is not as effortless an 
endeavor across the Atlantic. 

On their own merits, foreskin 
hunters will find all three of these im- 
port videos worth watching. A 
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SHOW US YOUR SKIN! 


Poca of your natural heritage? Want 
to show the world what sets you off 
from other men? Send in your best 
photos to Uncut and we'll display them 
here so the world can note yet another 
natural man! Photos should be clear 
and bright and reveal only as much of 
yourself as you wish to reveal. Sign your 
name on the back of your photo. If 
you’d like your photo returned, please 
include a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope. Send your snaps to: 

Editorial Office, Box 97635, 

Las Vegas, NV 89193. 


John, both photos on this page, is a 
reader from San Francisco who 
sports an eight and a half inch uncut 
tubesteak, which the skin covers even 
when completely hard (bottom 
photo). John says his fat pole is a real 
“oozer.” 
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Ce left and below, is a reader from the Midwest who 
likes to show off his uncut package in a sheer bikini at the 
beach. Bet this bundle makes quite a bulge! 


Brian, right, is another reader from 
the Midwest, this time lowa. Here 
Brian says he’s doing one of his 
favorite things, hanging out in the 
restroom. Whoa, Brian, what a pipe! 
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Anthony, all photos on this page, is a New York 
Puerto Rican with a big piece of uncut heritage hang- 
ing down between his legs, as you can see. 
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Ranay (right) is a reader from 
Nevada who keeps a close trim on 
his pole patch. Perfect for some al 

fresco tanning on the more 
secluded shores of Lake Mead. 


Ray (below and below right) is a 
regular reader from Louisiana, 
where foreskins are fairly common, 
who says he never gets tired of 
seeing all the unclipped meat that 
turns up in Uncut. Neither do we! 
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